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CHAPTER I. 



INTRODUCTION.— CHILDHOOD. 



" And I might tell the thousand infant charms, 

Unconscious fascination, undesigned ; 
The orison repeated in his arms, 

For God to bless her sire and all mankind ; 

The book, the bosom on his knee reclined ; 
And how sweet fairy-lore he heard her con, 

The playmate ere the teacher of her mind, 
All uncompanioned else her years had gone, 
Till now in Emma's eyes their twelfth blue summer ehone." 



One evening, in the spring of 1846, a member of the 
congregation worshipping in Great Queen-street Chapel, 
London, at which I was then the junior minister, called on 
me and expressed great anxiety for pastoral guidance in 
relation to her daughter, who manifested extraordinary 
intellectual powers, and strong religious convictions. As a 
proof of her daughter's mental activity and serious tendencies, 
she brought me a poetic paraphrase of a sermon which had 
lately been preached in Queen-street Chapel, on " Christ's Lord- 
ship over the Unseen World." I was surprised to find clear 
indications of real power, where, of course, I only looked for 
some jingling common-place, which parental partiality had 
mistaken for poetry. My wonder was far less at the strength 
of memory displayed, than at her mastery of language and 
numbers, the exquisite euphony of her rhythm, the magic 
'night with which she had compelled ordinary truths, pre- 
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sented in homely guise, to transmigrate into new and nobler 
forms of expression, had retained the thoughts whilst 
rejecting the terms, and enshrined the disembodied idea in a 
shape of gracefulness and glory ; in short, had transfigured 
plain prose into glowing poetry, and raised a sermon into an 
epic. Though I had so often seen this young lady, I had not 
noted anything specially remarkable in her countenance. 
Her features were expressive only of simplicity, seriousness, 
and sweetness. She was one of the class described by Keble, 
with " Voices low and gentle ; and timid glances shy." 
There was nothing in her appearance to excite the suspicion, 
or betray the consciousness, that she possessed any brilliant 
endowment. On calling at her father's, who kept an uphol- 
sterer's shop in Holborn, I naturally re-perused her counte- 
nance, to discover some intimation of superior mental power. 
But no ; excepting that her brow was full and exquisitely 
rounded, though not disproportionately high, she had just a 
pretty, little, quiet, intelligent English face. There was 
nothing in her look, dreamy, pensive, or absent, no flickering 
play of light and shadow, nor any deep shade of gravity and 
thoughtfulness. Her face was not " sicklied o'er with the 
pale cast of thought." Though extremely delicate, and on 
that account, much confined, she had a certain rustic bloom 
inherited from her father, who brought it from the hills of 
North Yorkshire ; far less like the fading flush of consumption 
than the glow of hearty health. There was no poetic pallor, 
reflecting the white heat of intense feeling. A Goliath-like 
critic would have ' ' looked about and disdained " her, for she 
was short and small-featured, " ruddy and of a fair countenance ." 
Her bearing showed neither the shrinkingness of an over- 
sensitive nature, nor the boldness of an impassioned one. In 
short, she set at nought all one's preconceptions of what a 
young genius ought to look like. She was then under 
seventeen, but looked three years younger. When I asked 
her to read to me some of her compositions, she complied 
without the slightest affectation of reluctance. She read to 
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me, first, her little piece, on " The Mother Rescuing her 
Child from the Eagle's Nest," and then some others of the 
pieces since published in her first volume. On a subsequent 
visit, she read to me her " Tempest Hymn," which she had 
written two or three nights before during a tremendous 
wind-storm which swept over London. Awoke by its sudden 
violence, and incapable of rest from intense enjoyment and 
irrepressible inspiration, she composed that lofty storm-song 
to the magnificent accompaniment of the hurricane. Although 
I did not lightly let slip an opportunity of spending an hour 
at the house, I rarely, if ever, called, without being 
astonished by some new creation of her ever-working genius. 
Excepting only Tempest Songs, all her larger poems were 
written during the first twelve months which elapsed after 
the interview above described, — that is, between May, 1846, 
and May, 1847, — from the age of sixteen years and a half to 
that of seventeen years and a half. All of them, but one or 
two, were read by her to me within that time. These pieces, 
with a few still earlier and a few later compositions, were 
published in 1854, after a delay of seven years occasioned 
by the extreme modesty of their author. 

These Poems, immediately on their appearance, attracted 
an unusual degree of attention, though issued in the most 
quiet way, by a provincial publisher. They also met with a 
singular unanimity of approval and applause, although the 
extreme juvenility of their author was unknown. The only 
regret was, that her themes were too exclusively religious ; 
yet journals representing almost every shade of religious 
opinion, — Sunday Times, Church of England Magazine, 
Catholic Standard, Church of England Review, Noncomformist, 
Standard, Baptist Magazine, Church and State Gazette, &c, &c, 
— gave her the warmest welcome. The metropolitan press did 
prompt and hearty homage to her genius, whilst a large pro- 
portion of the provincial papers, from Plymouth to Durham, 
and from Doncaster to Haverford-West, hailed her as a new 
star in the poetic firmament. And not only did the "lesser 
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Lords of Doom" unite their suffrages in her favour, but 
reviews accustomed to scrutinize most sternly all claims to 
literary distinction, readily acknowledged the justness of hers. 
TaiVs Edinburgh Magazine, for example, awards to her a high 
meed of praise ; and even the Athenanjm, so chary of its com- 
mendations, so ruthless a rejecter of all but the purest models, 
pronounces a composition of a girl who had barely reached 
her seventeenth birthday, " a fine poem," and its author " a 
vigorous writer." The first edition was sold in a few weeks, 
and a second issued. It was hoped that a career so auspi- 
ciously begun would be long and bright ; but in less than 
twelve months the first announcement of her poems was 
followed by that of her death. 

Emma Tatham was born October 31st, 1829, in the 
Boundary House of the Bedford Estate, Theobald's-road, 
Gray's Inn, London ; but her father subsequently removed 
to High Holborn. 

The social position of her forefathers, and her grateful 
recognition of their moral nobility, is best told by her own 
muse in one of its first playful pencillings. Though slight 
value may be attached to it as a specimen of poetic precocity, 
yet it presents a pleasing picture drawn in a genial, free, and 
truthful spirit, and is, at least, as good as Byron's boyish 
doggrel about " the old woman at Anncsley Green :" — 

In Wensley Dale there lies a village sweet, 
Where meadow, mountain, tree and river meet ; 
Majestic Penhill there erects his head, 
And Ure sweeps proudly o'er his rocky bed, 
Fair fields and garth, hollies and poplars there, 
With modest flowers and high-grown hedges bhare. 
There lived, not long ago, a noble man — 
Surpass him, British Islands, if ye can 1 
Head of the Tatham family, which same 
Has ever justly borne a virtuous fame ; 
A gentle, manly soul, a heavenward brow — 
Such are its true distinctions even now. 
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These give a dignity, yet nobler far 

Than is conferred by coronet and star ; 

And if, in future years, the Tatham's heir 

Shall cease this high inheritance to share, 

No matter, though he be in name their head, — 

The true, old Tatham family is dead. 

She concludes a rather lengthened description of the 
family thus : — 

See ! round the hearty evening board they come 

Blest with the quiet ecstasies of Home ; 

And now the board is cleared, again doth shine 

Full in the fire's glad glare the cowslip wine, 

Which smiles in turn, sparkles, and glows like gold. 

Now to the matron's honour be it told, 

Her own nice fingers make the generous juice, 

Sacred to Hospitality's free use. 

Her little ones stray forth the flowers to find, 

And these she sweetens justly to her mind ; 

Then lets it stand and ripen, till it gains 

Its bright perfection, and rewards her pains. 

The father and his guest in talk unite, 

Sometimes about the crops, if good or light ; 

Anon of wars abroad, and if the nation 

Be well prepared 'gainst Buonaparte's invasion ; 

Ofttimes of holier themes of Faith and Truth, 

Or some fond lingering story of their youth. 

The mother and her daughters fair, the while, 

Sit round the fire, listen, and knit, and smile ; 

The two arch little ones now play, now chat, 

Now tempt the patience of the drowsy cat. 

The mother watched with Love's most gracious pride ; 

The sire would sometimes chuckle, sometimes chide. 

Meanwhile good Mark* looked on and always smiled ; 

His heart was young and light as any child. 

Time had passed softly o'er him. Though his face 

Was bright with hoary patriarchal grace, 
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His soul was youthful still, brimful of love 
To all on earth below and all above. 
Sunshine was in his look where'er he came ; 
Each spirit caught and own'd the genial flame. 
0 palaces, such joys ye seldom know, 
Though music in you breathe and nectar flow. 

The village mentioned above is West Witton, in the dales 
of Yorkshire. Mr. Tatham says, " My father was a moder- 
ate Calvinist ; but loved to hear the Gospel anywhere ; and, 
when the Methodists first came to preach in the village, 
under an old ash-tree, there was he leading the singing." 

Emma never had a brother ; nor any sisters on earth. An 
infant sister, who died before Emma's birth, but who still 
held her place in her parents' heart, and became familiar to 
Emma's imagination by their fond and frequent reminiscences, 
was clasped to her affection with a characteristic vividness 
of realization and warmth of appropriation ; and in part 
supplied, with her sacred though imagined companionship, 
the absence of kindred playmates of flesh and blood. To 
this sister the graceful and touching allusion is made, in her 
poem of " The White Rose." 

Now I will tell thee, O thou perfect flower ! 

What thou art like. There was a fair, pale child 
Came, as thou earnest, in our lowly bower 
To be my mother's joy for one brief hour, 

And then she died ; but on death's bosom smiled. 

Thou art like her— that fading glow of thine 
Resembles the last colour on her cheek ; 

She was like thee — a heart and hand Divine 

Made holy beauty o'er her spirit shine, 

And perfected the praise she could not speak. 

Yes, sister, gathered young a white-moss rose, 

Born but to open on thy Saviour's breast ; 
Purer and fairer than the whitest snows, 
While in thy heart love's living colour glows, 
And joy's rich fragrance on thy head doth rest. 
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To her she also sings : — 

Thou, O seraph pure ! 
Watchest me with thine eyes of ambient light, 
Perchance dost sometimes breathe into my soul 
That strange mysterious melody which dies 
For want of language. 

0 thou harper holy ! 
Teach me, for I am still thy sister, — teach 
Some song which thou dost warble to the Lamb, 
That I may sing it too ; that thou and I, 
As well becomes our kindred, may unite 
Our voices in His praise. Tis sweet to me 
To know I have a sister who doth see 
Thy face, my Father ! 

Sister mine, 
Tender and truthful angel ! watch thou me, 
When, warring with a thousand foes, I strive 
To win the crown eternal ; watch thou me, 
When, with my heart wrung by an agony 
Thou never knewest, I sit down and weep ; 
But when I sin, turn thy pure face away : 
I would not shock thee by a sight so dire. 

But watch me, sister dear, 
When the cold damps of death are on my brow, 
And languid from my fingers drops the lyre, 
The spell-charm of my being ; then, sweet saint, 

Whisper in my ear 

The love of Jesus ; save my falling harp, 
And wreathing round my spirit thy white arm, 
Lead me to our One Father, that His eye 
May rest well pleased upon us ; that His ear 
May listen to our blended voices, tuned 
To His own melody ; our melting harps 
Stnmg to the self-same key, while aDgels blets 
The white-robed sisters. 

This sister's birthday was sacredly remembered year after 
year, and her form stood strongly out in Emma's nearest 



Digitized by 



8 



MEMOIR OF 



anticipations of heaven. When dying, her features kindled 
into unearthly radiance, as she said to her mother, " I shall 
soon see my sweet little sister Charlotte, and be with her 
for ever." 

Though there was nothing in Emma's home associations 
to awaken precocious intellectual aspirations and essays, yet 
there was nothing to check them. There was little to give 
impetus from without, nothing to suppress impulse from 
within. Having at home no boisterous associates of her own 
age, and being shut in by the crowded seclusion of mid- 
London life, she was, to a great extent, thrown upon her own 
internal resources for occupation and amusement. As a 
young eagle to the sky, or a sea-bird to the ocean, she betook 
herself, at once, to reading first, and then to composition. 
Before she reached her seventh birthday, she had filled 
several small copybooks with original compositions in prose 
and verse. These little relics I have now in my possession ; 
they attest a justness and maturity of thought still more 
remarkable than the serious activity and self-restrained 
exuberance of her imagination. She was the Infant-Laureate 
of the household, celebrating every little incident in home 
history. Such was her mental activity, and such her con- 
tinuity of effort, that before she was seven years old, she had 
versified the books of Job and Jonah, the history of Joseph, 
and the Disobedient Prophet. These little works, and an 
accumulation of similar juvenile labours, are still preserved. 
The beaver does not more promptly and industriously show 
the building instinct than little Emma Tatham put forth the 
poetic instinct. Almost everything she read, heard, or saw, 
served as raw material, which her genius wrought into some 
novel shape of beauty. With her, poetry was a necessity. 
She might truthfully say : " I do but write because I mvM, 
and pipe but as the linnets sing." When engaged in 
needlework, she would have a pencil by her, and dot down 
on her thumb-nail any flitting image or idea. Her most 
playful childish verses are marked by a melody of measure, 
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a graceful ease of versification, a girlish sportiveness of fancy, 
and above all, a healthiness of sentiment, of which the fol- 
lowing may serve as a specimen. It is taken from some lines 
descriptive of a visit to the Colosseum. They show that, 
with all her precocity, she had neither an old head on her 
young shoulders, nor an old heart in her young bosom 

EXTKACT FROM LINES WRITTEN AFTER VISITING THE 
COLOSSEUM, IN REGENT'S PARK. 

The genius of bright Art himself, with all his gamesome graces, 
Allured us to the mirror'd arch, and then — laughed in our faces. 
The very lamps enjoyed themselves — the glass grew seven- fold 
bright, 

And opened all his thousand eyes, and blazed with all his might ; 
The very air was frolicsome, it danced in wilful play, 
Now wafted music to our ears, now tossed it far away. 
And so we gazed, and so we shared the universal bliss, 
Till we passed into another scene ; — O fairies ! what is this ? 
Ye cannot tell ! we lost you here, and thought the loss right good, 
For the Muses and the Graces, in your stead, amidst us stood. 
See the sculpture, wanting but the breath, and that we well may 
spare ; 

It asks one simple fancy-touch, and lo ! the soul is there. 
Now mark the little Whittington, how his rapt looks declare 
He hears the cheery London chimes proclaim him thrice Lord 
Mayor. 

And read the eyes of Magdalene, their still abyss of feeling ; 
Revere the contrite holiness from those cold lips forth-stealing, 
Yet what rich warmth of heaven-born love breathes in that pure 
revealing. 

Yet would I turn from her to see that form still stooping there, 
The first of mothers bending o'er Creation's first young heir. 
Oh, the tenderness of those rapt eyes ! the fond ecstatic grace 
Wreathing around the ethereal head, and o'er the yearning face. 
How true to changeless Nature this, how true to-day I know, 
For even now the mother looks upon her child just so. 
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It may be that she hath not now that purely perfect face, 

But the maternal love-look rapt hath everlasting grace. 

God made a mother's love to be a never-dying flame; 

Thus the first mother viewed her babe— the last will look the same. 

And each shall deem her own belov'd, the first all- perfect fair 

That ever saw creation's light, or breath'd creation's air. 

Now turn and see blind Milton ! view the inspiration glowing 

From that sealed face so touchingly, so venerably flowing. 

See the flaming words forth-flowing fast from those half -quivering 



And hear ye not the grand lament for his long, deep "eclipse" ? 
And thou Caractacus, our king ! before Rome's monarch standing, 
So fettered, yet so fetterless, so chained, yet so commanding, 
All hail, right royal Briton ! Thou, Boadicea, hail ! 
And could'st thou see thyself just now, 'twould flush thy brow so 



The whole of that varied exhibition is described in the 
same style, " Lines on Visiting the Chinese Exhibition," and 
others on viewing the pictures in the Art Union, are still 
more waive and sprightly. All show that her Muse could 
skim like the swallow as well as soar like the lark. Each is 
dedicated to her father as a filial thank-offering for the treat 
which his indulgence had afforded her. 

She was particularly impressed by the painting, "Sir 
Thomas More parting with his Daughter," and wrote these 
lines : — 

Is it remorse convulses the bold form, 

Or fear of death that shakes it as a storm ? 

Can ghastly terror elbow from her throne 

The conscience which no sway but Heaven's would own ? 

No ! 'tis but hallow'd nature's parting thrill, 

A tenderness that leaves her nobler still ; 

As, passing through some cloud of tearful light, 

Burst forth the setting sun baptized and bright. 

She wrote for her own recreation and the amusement of her 
friends a weekly newspaper, a " Little Almanack of Great 
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Men," a humorous risumd of news and politics, a sort of 
domestic Charivari, a juvenile anticipation of Punch, 

Her father, who had struggled through great difficulties 
into a position of comparative comfort, spared no sacrifice to 
secure his daughter the best education within his reach. He 
was happy in the selection of the establishment of Miss 
Jolly, in Great Ormond-street, some five minutes' walk from 
his own home. Miss Jolly describes the mind of her young 
pupil as " vast and varied? her disposition as docile, dutiful, 
and loving. 

At sixteen, an abrupt termination was put to her school- 
training, by a dangerous attack of hooping-cough, which 
alarmingly enfeebled her constitution. Her own genius thus 
became her great companion and preceptor. It was just at 
this time that my acquaintance with her commenced. Her 
attainments and accomplishments were then fully equal to 
the finished education of the more proficient amongst young 
ladies of a grade higher in social status than her own. My 
own recollections fully accord with the statement of a lady, 
that she played on the piano " clearly, correctly, and taste- 
fully. She was gifted to perform all things well, where true 
taste is requisite. The touch of her pencil was exquisite. 
The * Mother Rescuing her Child from the Eagle's Nest' is 
as finely delineated by her pencil-drawing as are its incidents 
described by her pen in that touching effusion, * A Mother's 
Love.' The fiery glance of the eagle bereft of his prey, the 
confiding smile of the innocent babe, and the mother's intense 
look of mingled agony and joy, are as much calculated to elicit 
the admiration of the artist, as is the piece adapted to charm 
the soul of the poet." 

Her circumstances and course of life were so far favourable 
to the unfolding of genius, as they gave free scope to self- 
activity. There was little around her to stir up or cherish, 
and as little to damp the struggling flame of her own strong 
spirit The fewness of her acquaintances, and the profound 
retirement which hides in the heart of a mighty metropolis 
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in some sense deep as that of Highland glen or forest glade ; 
— all this left room for joyous self-culture, " calm contempla- 
tion, and poetic pains"; all unofficiously waited upon her 
natural, independent energy of life. No eminence can be 
more unlike Parnassus than Holborn-hill. There was a 
time when a willow-fringed brooklet played over that stony 
steep, down which now roars the cataract of cabs and omni- 
buses, and quiet waves whimpled over matted watercresses, 
where now hurries and eddies the continuous torrent of 
humanity. In her daily walks to and from school she saw no 
verdure ; none was near but the impounded vegetation of the 
squares. Little did she know of " the pomp of groves and 
garniture of fields " ; even " the dread magnificence of 
heaven " she could only peer up at, in narrow strips between 
the tall house-tops ; and, like her ancestral dwellers in the 
northern dales, she had but her " little patch of sky, and 
little lot of stars." It is touching to see how she solaced 
herself with those surburban scenes, where, as she writes to 
a schoolfellow, u Art strives to catch the wild grace of her 
sister Nature," and with what devout enthusiasm she tells of 
those " deeply-shadowed parts of Kensington Gardens, where 
old giant trees are so superbly wild, solemn, and kingly — 
where Nature has been at work for ages ; and what a sub- 
lime work she has brought to pass— i. e., Nature's God ; for 
talking about Nature, we should always guard our words." 
Yet her pining for the country often finds voice in such words 
as these : — 

A BIRTHDAY HYMN, FOR MY DEAR FATHER. 
On the 20th of April, 1847. 

Welcome, beloved Spring ! thy blessed voice 
We joy to hear ; and with thee comes the day 

Blest by my father's birth ; and we rejoice, 
And bail it with gratulations gay. 

Oh, were I but with thee, my sister, Spring, 
Out in the fields at play, I'd rob thy brow 
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Of many a precious bud and promising bough, 

And crown my sire therewith, and call him king ! 
But none the less, my father, doth thy child 

Bless this auspicious day ; she fain would cull 
The brightest flowers in Muses' garden wild, 

And wreathe for thee a garland beautiful ; 
And, as she wreathes it, songs like this would sing: 

" Our Father God shine on thy future hours, 
And strew that path with amaranthine flowers, 

In which thou journeyest to eternal Spring." 

Emma. 

April, 19th, 1847. 

She never was more than a hundred miles from London in 
her life. This accounts for the fact that her poems are so 
much more ideal than picturesque, and that she gives so few 
minute Pre-Raphaelite delineations. She usually sees nature 
through a translucent glory-mist, like the haze on some of 
Turner's pictures. 

Of her visit to Cowper's Wilderness, in March, 1847, a 
beautiful memorial survives, in the piece published in her 
first volume, of which these are the closing lines : — 

" If thou wouldst tread 

This spot aright, come when spring days are long ; 
At eventide, when stars beam overhead ; 

Come when 'tis steeped in floods of moonlight pale ; 
Come when its one dear chosen minstrel singe th, — 

The solemn yet enraptured nightingale ; 
Come when the night-bud into blossom springeth ; 

Come when the night- wind, sighiiig through the trees, 
Wakes strange low music in each dim recess ; 

Oh, choose such only tender hours as these 
To walk and weep in Cowper's wilderness ! " 

The following little gush of melody speaks her heart's 
creed and general tone of feeling. 'Tis a confession of faith 
as well as love : — 
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A child's SONG. 

I love the very wind that shakes 

My curly hair ; 
I love the morn, that> smiling, wakes ; 
And even dim, which all things makes 

So still for prayer. 

I love the strong and mighty deep, 

So broad and free ; 
I love the tiniest worms that creep, 

And buds that be : 
Nothing is ugly, nothing mean ; 
My Father's hand in all is seen, 

In love to me. 

I love the butterfly and bird 

Of painted wing ; 
The lark's exulting carol, heard 

In early spring ; 
The clouds of sunrise and of noon, 
And eve and stars, and sun and moon, 
And everything. 

I love the aged giant trees, 

The infant moss ; 
The daffodils that in the breeze 

Their ringlets toss ; 
The violet, the primrose pale ; 
But more the lily of the vale, 

And young white rose. 

I love the infant's voice of mirth, 

The hoary head ; 
All, all who on this lovely earth 

Around me tread : 
The sharers of my pastimes wild, 
The poor, the wretched orphan child, 

Who cries for bread 
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I love the angels who by night 
Watch round my bed ; 



I love my seraph-sister bright, 
To glory fled ; 



I do love all— rich, poor, and free, 



And slave — because I best love Thee, 
For all Who bled. 



That this was not a transient glow of poetic enthusiasm is 
apparent from her letters to her schoolfellows, where one 
meets such sentences as this : — " I wish that all the abundant 
joy and love of this sweet spring may anoint both you and 
me. 0 ! let no such words as * forgotten' or 'offended' chill 
our union ; let us be one in heart, loving one another with 
pure hearts fervently. If we are Christian children, we shall 
surely do this. For my part, I, who am so greatly in need 
of daily, hourly, and momently pardon, can surely, or ought 
surely, never to think even of being offended with anyone ; 
and how, then, could I possibly be with you ? I feel as if I 
could take every living soul on earth in the arms of my 
spirit, and love and bless and pray for them all — You wish 
me to tell you how I look. Dear Louisa — much as usual : 
sometimes merry, sometimes cross, oftener in an ordinary 
expression. You ask when my birthday is. It is when 
the dry red leaves are strewing the ground ; when the autumn 
winds are sighing ; when the gentle little robin most loves to 
sing its song — I mean the last day of October." 

In conversing with her, I gradually found that she was 
already familiar with nearly all our great poets, excepting 
the living ones, of whom she knew next to nothing. Her 
reviewer, in Taifs Edinburgh Magazine, divined truly when 
he said, " She is evidently familiar with the best models, and, 
without adopting any one for imitation, writes with a natural 
ease and grace, in a style which, wanting any marked peculiar- 
ity, is for that very reason excellent." She seemed thoroughly 
versed in Shakspeare, Milton, Cowley, Pope, Young, Gold- 
smith, Akenside, Thomson, Cowper, Scott, Wordsworth, 
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Moore, Byron, Montgomery, Pollok, Mrs. Hemans, &c. She 
had also read Dante ; but although she greatly admired his iron 
grandeur and plain awfulness, yet she complained that the 
sufferings he describes are " too material." Yet, versed as 
she was in the great poets, I could not detect one unwittingly 
pilfered phrase, or mannerism unconsciously caught from her 
favourite authors. Hers was a new muse. Her prose read- 
ing was much less extensive. I believe she had perused 
scarcely any prose books but those well known to most 
children fond of reading, excepting, Watts's World to Come, 
The Vicar of Wakefield, The Turkish Spy, some of Scott's 
novels, Tales of the Wars, Thomas Moore's Epicurean, the 
Abbe* Ray rial's Travels of Cyrus— a declamatory exposition 
of Ancient Science and Philosophy, — and Chambers's Edin- 
burgh— and Eliza CooVs Journals. But the Bible was, from 
her infancy, immeasurably her favourite book. Her estimate 
of Byron, Wordsworth, Moore, Campbell, Shelley, and Pollok, 
may be seen on a subsequent page, given in a letter addressed 
to me. 

Her comments on books, whether in conversation or 
writing, were remarkably acute, discriminating, and just, 
and, to me at least, very instructive and enriching. She 
read the works of man, as well as the works of God, with the 
penetrating insight of genius. She occasionally wrote an 
elaborate and masterly critique of an author, and gave shape, 
in writing, to her ideas on important subjects. In these 
compositions, the logical, inductive, and estimative faculties 
are much more strongly brought out than her ideality. 

She read her poems in a firm, clear, and exquisitely modu- 
lated voice, and with consummate propriety and skill. 
Could she have claimed the Grecian privilege of publicly 
reading her own productions, or rehearsing them, like the 
bards, she must have called forth immense enthusiasm. Yet 
no listener could have imagined that those were her own 
compositions, which she read with such calm simplicity and 
grace. I never saw her, for a moment, in the slightest degree 
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elated by her literary successes, or by the applause which 
they elicited. 

Once, after she had read one of her noblest pieces, being 
a little disconcerted by the gush of admiration which broke 
from her parents and myself, the only listeners, she let fall 
some playfully self-depreciating words, a half-involuntary 
defensive movement of her fluttered modesty. It was pitiable 
to see the look of unfeigned remorse with which she after- 
wards said, as if pleading guilty to some shameful delin- 
quency : " Oh, how untruthful in me to pretend to under- 
value it ! for I really thought it very good." 

In February, 1846, one of her little poems was published 
in Chambers's Edinburgh Journal, entitled " Lovely Spring," 
being an indignant reply to one of Beranger's Chansons, 
which had appeared in that periodical, of which the heading 
and refrain was " Hateful Spring." Any one who will com- 
pare the two, will find that the impromptu lay of this girl of 
sixteen, is almost as superior in conception and execution to 
the effusion of the most popular of French lyrists, as in 
purity and elevation of sentiment. Later, in the same 
year, she sent to the Youth's Instructor her piece, " God is 
Love." 

The venerable editor shortly after its publication wrote 
her a long and most paternal letter, from which the sub- 
joined is an extract : — 

" 23, Brunsunck-place, City-road. 
" I felt the more interested in you, from painful, though 
solemn, recollections. A few years ago, I had a daughter, 
an only one, my youngest child, who was growing up as 
domestic as her mother could wish, and as literate as her 
father could desire. She was the object of the warmest 
affection, and the fondest, brightest hopes. But it was 
not to be according to our mind. At fourteen, she was 
taken to a happier world and better society. We let her go 
to Him who had given, and who now reclaimed His gift ; 

c 
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but the wound, so far as it was right to allow of a wound, is 
as fresh as ever. We still feel that she has left us alone. I 
do not envy your father and mother. May God long, long 

spare you to them 

" I have long been accustomed to endeavour, at least, to 
view all things in relation to the great All in All. All 
endowments are His gifts ; and His gifts are bestowed, not 
that the receiver may use them for selfish, vainglorious ends, 
but for the praise of the Giver. With gifts there is pro- 
portionate responsibility connected. I do not flatter, there- 
fore, when I say that He appears to have endowed you richly. 
I would rather use the tone of paternal admonition, and say, 
that it is your solemn duty to employ them rightly. You may 
not trifle with them, as though only bestowed for passing 
gratification. That might be allowed, were they of a lower 
character. I think you ought, first, to improve them, and 
thus to prepare for a subsequent and advantageous employ- 
ment of them. No mind, however gifted, is, at first, suffi- 
cient of itself. Gifts must be cultivated by patient and 
careful study. As far as health and other duties may 
permit, you should, while you are young, and the mind is 
more easily able to receive and retain, engage in a course of 
judicious and extensive reading. Robert Pollok, who wrote 
the Course of Time, thus prepared for the work which, 
though he died as soon as it was completed, has rendered 
his name immortal. Were I favoured with such a child, I 
should put her into a course of study that would occupy 
several years, and encourage her to the self-denial of resolute 
improvement, that she might begin to use her talent, not 
only with a highly-gifted, but with a richly-stored mind ; 
with a sound judgment, as well as a vigorously-soaring, 
eagle-winged imagination. The natural love of the * beau- 
tiful,' however strong, is while uncultivated liable to sad 
mistakes. 

" At the same time, three other points should never be 
neglected — Health, Domestic Management, (without which, 
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what is woman ?)— and Personal Godliness (without which, 
what is any of us ?) 



After this, nothing could induce her to commit any of 
her compositions to the press ; until about a year before her 
death. Her motive for this suppression is best disclosed in 
the following lines, which touchingly presage her early 



TO MY FRIENDS, WHEN THEY SPOKE OF PUBLISHING MY 



Have patience with a baby-muse, 
Whose harp is yet unstrung ; 

Scarce tasting the Castalian dews, — 
Untutor'd, weak and young. 

A wilding bird of joyous wing, 

Still heedless let her roam : 
A timid blossom, let her spring 

In the sweet shades of home. 

Why pluck the' unfolding floweret ? why < 

O, let it yet abide, 
And from each cold, unhallow'd eye 

In blest retirement hide ! 

A blight might touch its drooping leaf, 

A blight ye could not heal : 
At best its summer's day is brief; 
Then cloud it not with care and grief, 

Nor teach it pain to feel. 

Oh, let it in its own short hour 

Unbosom to the ray ! 
And bloom alone, a hidden flower, 
In contemplation's calmest bower, 

And softly fade away. 
« * • • • 



Very affectionately yours, 

"George Ccbitt." 



death. 



POETRY. 
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Wait, till a few fleet years are fled, 

And / am passed away, 
And the spring flowers bloom o'er my head ; — 

Oh, wait, till then I pray ! 
And let me sing my little song, 

In peace unmixed with pain : 
Have patience ; it is not for long 

The early buds remain. 
I cannot bear the stranger's gaze, 

I shrink from worldly ken ; 
I live on love, and not on praise, 
Here let me linger out my days, 

Far from the haunts of men, 
Conversing with the heavens above, 

The woods, the winds, the wave ; 
And in the arms of God and love, 

Sink sweetly to the grave. 



March, 1847. 

Her playful pensiveness of mood, at this period, will be 
seen in these lines which may not unfitly close the present 
chapter : — 

TO MY CURLS — WHEN I TURNED UP MY HAIR. 



Curls of childhood, fare ye well ; 
Past is now the fairy spell, 
All your mystic rounds and twinings, 
All your changeful shades and shinings, 
All your wreathinga crisp and clever, 
Past, like childhood's dreams, for ever. 

Curls of infancy, that were 

All so delicate and fair, 

Curb that tempted touch caressing, 

Curls that scorned the paper's dressing, 

Curls that caught and trapped a blessing 

Baby curls — of tender hue, 

Lost and gone — adieu ! adieu ! 



July, 1847. 
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Curls of childhood — full as gay 
As the dreams that near you lay ; 



Often have ye danced with glee 
On the wandering wind let free — 
Lovely playfellow was he ! — 
Wild and wilful like the head 
Which ye fondly garlanded. 

Curls of childhood —oh, how oft, 
Trimm'd by Mother's fingers soft, 
Have ye, ah ! ye vagrant tribe, 
Learned a circle to describe ! 
Grouping in your ranks with pain, 
Only to jump out again. 

Then ye went to school, and grew, 
Of a coarser, darker hue. 
Thus the mountain streamlet flows, 
Gathering shadows as it goes ; 
Never clear as when it burst 
Sparkling from the fount at first. 

Curls of childhood ! many a finger, 
'Midst your wreaths hath loved to linger ; 
Many a sunbeam have ye caught, 
Many a breeze, with fragrance fraught, 
Emblems of the childish feelings 
Time hath stolen — with all his stealings. 

Curls of childhood ! years of glee 
Have ridden over you and me ; 
Time with silver wings hath past, 
Now, old friends, we part at last. 
Ye so praised, and ye so patted, 
Ye so brushed, and tied, and plaited ; 
Ye, at home, in all conditions, 
SchooPd by pains and admonitions ; 
Lo ! I fold you up for ever, 
Lo ! your twining rounds I sever. 




MEMOIR OF 



Seventeen autumns, seventeen springs, 
Ye have fann'd me with your wings 
But ye must no longer twine 
Round this graver head of mine ; 
Frolic fits not maiden sage, 
Curls become not woman's age 
Such is mine) and such am I, 
We must part, and so — good-bye ! 
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CHAPTER II. 



RELIGIOUS TRAINING AND ITS RESULTS. 



" Teaching a child religion is like a child's holding a bird in its 
hand — if held too loosely it will fly away ; if too tightly, it will 
die in the hand." — Mrs. Grant, of Laggan. 

In the home-training of Emma Tatham there was a happy 
judiciousness which God signally sanctioned by His bless- 
ing. The godly nurture and admonition in which she was 
brought up often reminded me of the sagacious saying which 
I have placed at the head of this chapter. Alas! one often 
sees the disastrous issue of both extremes. The former is 
the more frequent ; the latter the more fatal. 'Tis not so 
desperate an impossibility to recapture the escaped fledgling 
as to resuscitate the dead one. Mr. and Mrs. Tatham always 
held the heart of their child in a gentle and sensitive 
though wary grasp. Thej could constantly feel its pulsa- 
tions, but never rudely checked its delicate throbbings. 
They gave her young heart room to beat, her soul space to 
breathe and grow. They never, for a moment, lost hold, 
much less sight, of their child's conscience and affections ; 
but they never tortured them with bony compression. Their 
love-touch did not crush a plume, much less stop the pulse. 
With the Apostle, they placed " nurture " before " admon- 
ition." As her mind craved nutriment they supplied it with 
the sweetest, lightest, purest truth. Isaiah says, " Then shall 
the lambs feed, after their manner" — on the richest, freshest, 
tenderest herbage. This prophetic picture had a beautiful 
realization in the humble home of Holborn Hill. As her 
luxuriant sensibilities — the tendrils of her generous soul — 
felt for objects to which they might cling, and round which 
their firm and flexible ringlets might entwine, her parents 
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guided them to the tre.e of life, and taught them to clasp the 
Cross. As her receptive and retentive spirit expanded and 
asked for impressions, they were careful to keep away every- 
thing which might leave an unsightly and harmful 
impression, and to surround her with all that might 
beautify and bless. This she gratefully acknowledges in one 
of her childish pieces : — 



And most richly was their loving husbandry rewarded. 
She became a plant grown up in her youth, showing the 
fair phenomenon of ripe goodness and mature intelligence 
amidst the dewy freshness and graceful luxuriance of youth. 
She became a precious corner stone, " polished after the 
similitude of a palace," presenting a purity, a finish, and a 
stability of character, which fitted her alike for the duties of 
earth and the destinies of heaven. She amply returned her 
t parents' love. Her veneration and fondness for them had all 
the steadiness of principle and all the ardour of passion. 
She gave them the most unfeigned deference, even in matters 
of literary taste. Take this note as an instance : — 



" My own dear Father, 

" It seems to be in my heart to write a long poem, or 
rather a collection or series of poems, on a subject which I 
have chosen— the most lofty and lovely of any — the cha- 
racter and history of our Redeemer. Now, I write to ask 
your dear smile and heart's sanction and blessing on my 
work, and that you will set me free to fulfil my plan, at least 
to attempt to do so. And will you pray for me, dear father, 
that power and inspiration may be given me from Him 



And when my baby-mind awoke, 
Ye marked its early thirst, 

And led it to the fountain-head 
Of holy truth, at first. 



Friday Morn. 
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whom I would praise ? 0 say you are pleased with my 
purpose, and that you will not now require the other 
work !* 



As might be expected from such domestic culture, Emma 
Tatham presents one of those cases in which it is not easy to 
mark off, with chronological exactness, the converted from 
the unconverted state. Her parents place the crisis of 
deepening seriousness and entire religious decision, early in 
1846. It is noteworthy that her spiritual and intellectual 
spring-time were contemporaneous.f Partly from extreme 
diffidence, but more from delicacy of constitution, which 
forbade her being out after sunset, she did not partake in 
the Communion until 1847 (the Wesleyans usually cele- 
brate the Lord's Supper after the evening service). But she 
truly says, " It was not for the first time that I then conse- 
crated my affections to God." But, however gentle and 
gradual the work of the Spirit may have been, a grand 
epoch in her soul's history was attained, when the decisive 
transition " from death unto life " was complete. Emma 
Tatham describes this great turning-point as the " consecra- 
tion of her intellect, imagination, and affections to Gfod" and 
clearly regards it as the most important era in her being. 

On this subject Miss Tatham says, "The passing from 
death unto life is not that easy imperceptible change which 
some would have it ; there might even be earnestness, 
devotedness to the form of religion, and yet no spiritual 
birth from above "J And again — " These solemn words, 
1 Except ye be converted, ye shall not enter into the kingdom 

* A revisal of some earlier written poems, 
f A remarkable parallel instance of this, in the sister art of 
painting, occurs in the life of Gibson. 
J Letter to Miss M., Sept., 1854. 



" Your affectionate, 



"E.' 
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of heaven/ were spoken even to the disciples, who perhaps 
thought themselves sure of heaven. Conversion is not 
conviction alone — not even the most regular attention to the 
forms of religion : it is the entire change of the inward 
being— obedience in the will"* 

In estimating the influences which contributed to the 
formation of a character so beautiful, and the education of 
an intellect so powerful, as that of Emma Tathain, the wor- 
ship and teaching at Great Queen-street Chapel should not 
be left out of the account. That worship was sublime in its 
simplicity. Of course, it lacked the impressive associations 
of a traditional worship, so deeply felt and so well described 
by the ardent evangelist Cecil : — " Through these arches has 
echoed for centuries 'Thou art the King of Glory, 0 Christ 
It had none of the manifold charms which a ritual worship 
flings upon the senses and the fancy, so glowingly confessed 
by the great Puritan poet, — 

" And love the high-embowed roof, 

With antique pillars massy proof, 

And storied windows, richly dight, 

Casting a dim religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow 

To the full- voiced quire below, 

In service high, and anthems clear, 

As may with sweetness, through mine ear, 

Dissolve me into ecstasies, 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes." 

It could not boast the theocratic granduer of a national 
worship, as when, in some vast cathedral or solemn abbey, 
amidst the sepulchres of sovereigns, and the crumbling 
crowd of an empire's heroes, statesmen, and chieftains of the 
realms of thought, the appeal is hurled heavenwards on the 
harmonious surges of the organ,— " Thou art my King, 0 God ; 
send help unto Jacob !" yet it was not without a spiritual 
sublimity — when, from two thousand bosoms, rose the heart- 
* Letter to Miss M., Sept., 25, 1853. 
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breathed hymn, led by one clear voice, with no instrumental 
accompaniment whatever ; invoking Jehovah's advent to two 
thousand God-built temples : — 



"0 Thou who earnest from above, 
The pare celestial fire to impart, 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
On the mean altar of my heart. 

" There let it for Thy glory burn, 
With inextinguishable blaze ; 
And trembling to its Bource return, 
In humble prayer and fervent praise."* 



Such was the worship in which Emma Tatham joined from 
her earliest childhood, and which struck the key-note of her 
own aspirations. 

And the tone of teaching there was often not less lofty 
than the worship. As there were three ministers stationed 
at the chapel, who occupied the pulpit in rotation, each of 
whom, after the term of three years, removed to another 
sphere, she had, at least, the advantage of seeing the truth 
in various modes of presentation, and from different points of 
view. For three years she enjoyed the ministrations of 
Isaac Keeling. It would be curious to watch the wonder of 
an intelligent stranger, accustomed to regard Methodist 
preaching as a synonyme for ranting declamation, listening to 
Isaac Keeling, in his highest mood, seeing him stand move- 
less and mystic as the statue of Memnon, and, like it 
giving forth deep-toned oracles, struck out by the dayspring 
from on high. For two years she profited by the preach- 
ing of William Bunting, from whom the stream of sacred 
eloquence went winding " at its own sweet will " in many 
a bold discursive reach and many a wayward eddy, yet, 
like a South American river, for continuous depth. For 
three years, she was blessed with the sagacious exposi- 
tions of Joseph Fowler, his scrutinizing analyses and 



* Wesley's Hymns, 327. 
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sharply-defined delineations of character — his keen insight 
into human nature —his intuitive skill and profound experi- 
ence in the philosophy of common life — the felicity and 
force with which he applied Scripture to the exigencies of 
the Christian's daily walk, a hundred-fold the more effective 
from sympathy established between him and his flock, by his 
laborious pastoral habits. And then came Br. Beaumont 
(whose sublime death she so sublimely celebrated) ; * a 
volcano of oratory, sometimes, mayhap, emitting mysterious 
rumblings and portentous vapour, but, ever and anon, 
shooting up gorgeous flashes of fancy and feeling, and not 
seldom pouring down a resistless flame-flood of the most 
genuine eloquence. 

Such preaching could not fail to influence her imagination 
and intellect, as well as her conscience and character. 



* See Poem on the Death of Dr. Beaumont. 
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CHAPTER III. 



JOYOUS ASPIRATION AND ADVANCEMENT. 



" Like the swell of some sweet tune, 
Morning rises into noon, 
May glides onward into June." 



Longfellow. 



At the close of the summer of 1847, Mr. Tatham was 
induced by anxiety for his daughter's health, and by a dis- 
tressing throat affection from which he himself suffered, to 
retire from business, on a small competence, which the 
simple habits of the family rendered sufficient. He took a 
house in Margate, No. 7, Addington-square. Her friends 
anticipated grand results to Emma's muse, from the change. 
Her genius loved the streams and the sea ; " at the scent of 
water, it" would "bud." We hoped that the breeze would 
brace her bodily and mental energies, and that, when the 
young hermit of High Holborn was let loose to wander on 
the shore, there was nothing in her that would fade— but 
would 



Nor were we at first disappointed, as may be seen from her 
" Tempest Songs," and from the following letters : — 



"My dear Friend, 

"I cannot tell you the rapture with which I received and 
read your letter. It made my heart rejoice to be assured 



" suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange." 



TO THE REV. B. GREGORY, HULL. 



Margate, October, 1847. 
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that you have not forgotten me ; and it makes me feel wealthy 
to know that I have a letter from you in your own writing 
to me myself, which I may keep with me while I live. 

" We have now left our dear old home in London for 
ever ; but I would not forget the golden hours of childhood 
that have circled round me there, though I was so rejoiced to 
come and dwell with my beloved ocean, and flowers, and 
cliffs, and clouds, and stars, and storms and sunsets. 

"How kindly you inquire concerning my spirit's blessed- 
ness ! It is a subject I scarcely dare speak on. God has 
nourished my spirit with countless and unspeakable joys. 
He has poured over my heart floods of sunshine, and indulged 
me in all my tastes and wishes. He permitted me for the 
first time to receive the sacred cup from your hands ; but it 
was not for the first time that I then consecrated, not only 
my intellect and imagination, but also my affections, to God. 
They may, and do, wander, but never with my consent. I 
will be no divided offering — no coward servant of truth ; 
but her free, devoted, ardent lover and child. The bliss I 
covet is to be God's little child, singing His poetry, feeling 
my heart His harp — every string sparkling music to His soft 
touch, and my spirit a pure flame of open love, without sin 
and without selfishnessr— a sunny, shadowless stream, to pour 
itself out in boundless affection, till lost in the infinite ocean. 
I should joy to be a creature of His inspiration only; 
moving, speaking, and thinking by His holy impulses, to be 
new-created a spotless spirit, beloved of God, and harmon- 
izing with His everywhere bright creation. I am impatient 
and disgusted with my own deep baseness, shame, and 
corruption ; and as the exquisite butterfly upsoars from her 
low condition, so would I from mine, and wave everlasting 
pinions in the smile of eternal Love. 

"And now I must say something about the poets you 
mention. I never criticise my beloved poets, I only love 
them. I scarcely know their distinguishing characteristics. 
Scott is a lively, charming interesting minstrel ; he delights 
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but seldoln melts ; he charms, but does not often enrapture. 
He is not one of my pet poets. Campbell surpasses him in 
majesty, spirit, elegance and melody. Moore is a perfect 
bird of Paradise for the richness, brilliance, and exquisite- 
hood of his colours, — nay, he is the very bird of Juno for 
star-bespangled pomp ; but he is not the bird for me. He 
does not comprehend the deep and lofty mysteries and 
sanctities of Poetry. He has not dwelt in her heart, nor 
known what it is to feel her heavenly power burping in every 
pulse of the spirit, and drawing the curtain from heaven, 
earth, and ocean, to show the resplendent omnipresence of 
beauty and love, beaming from the face of God over them 
alL Poetry covered him with her flowers, buried him in a 
shower of gems, but sealed from his eyes that one simple 
magic pearl of white, immortal truth, which God has set in 
her bosom as the richest of all caskets. The same is true of 
Scott. Wordsworth, with half-open eyes, pores dreamily 
over the great secret. One would imagine his finger was 
trembling on the very spring of that portal which, but once 
opened, admits the true poet to gaze upon the universal 
landscape, as with an angel's eyes. But Wordsworth is one 
of my dearest poets. He is like a forest stream, still and 
deep, which fascinates the gazer as he looks into its profound 
crystal, and holds him dreaming for a summer day over its 
quiet witchery. Byron is more like a troubled mountain 
cataract, born in impenetrable darkness, and dashing its 
peace to foaming madness on a thousand jagged rocks ; then 
wildly hurling itself into abysses of unfathomable gloom, 
with a glorious shout of thunder, and a million wreaths of 
scattered sunlit spray and broken rainbows, making the 
beholder dizzy with delight and dread. But the sweet, 
seraphic Felicia charms us away from his stormy splendour, 
with her clear, calm, touching, transparent melody : she is 
the nightingale of the moral sentiments and social affections, 
as Montgomery is of the religious. Of Sogers I have had 
no opportunity of judging. Pollok, like the royal eagle, 
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soars in the very path of descending light, towards the 
eternal sun, He is erect and triumphant, yet withal so pure 
and tender, that he is the very poet of my heart. I beseech 
you, when you speak of poets, restore to him his due 
honours. 

" It was in a quiet parlour, and a lovely garden, endeared 
to me by many recollections, on a rich silent summer day, 
that I began attentively to read an unnoticed little volume 
of poems, and even now I cannot forget the strength of that 
witchery. They were Shelley's ; and as I quaffed his mag- 
nificent madnesses, my own spirit reeled to the exquisite 
intoxication. 

" Since I saw you, my dear mother has been exceedingly 
ill. In her affliction she thought and spoke of you with 
tears, longing to see you, and dwelling on our last meeting, 
which was so short and sad. She wishes me to say that she 
participates in my fervent delight ait having a letter from 
you. I know it is more joy than I deserve, to possess this 
one ; but I shall trustingly, patiently, lowlily, but earnestly, 
expect another. I have no other correspondent to whom I 
can write so truly and fully from my heart ; therefore for- 
give my long lingering letter. 



" My dear Friend, 

" The last four days have been grand days for the wind 
and the sea. They have made the winged towers to rock 
and tremble, and sandaled the white feet of the cliffs with 
thunder. Oh, the glory of the ocean is indescribable ! 
Every drop seems at war with his fellow ; and when the 



I am, my dear friend, 

" Yours very affectionately, 



" Emma Tatham." 



to the same. 



" Margate, December, 1847. 
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racers of the deep dash themselves against the silent, solemn 
cliffs, it is beautiful to see how the repulsed lions lift up 
their manes ; and how madly, yet how gracefully, they arch 
above each other's heads. Well does Byron speak of the 
' yeast of waves ;' but far nobler is that expression of the 
prophet — ' The deep lifted up his hands.' * Thou didst walk 
through the sea with Thine horses,' is as glorious as truthful. 
Great rapture must it be, if the soul could but ride in one of 
those spray-drops, when in its swift and sounding sovereignty 
it goes rolling out a thousand miles to the deep sea, over 
the heads of the whirling mountains, and then leaping into 
the depths of the dark vales ; then caught in the passionate 
wafture of the weeping wind— that mighty madman who 
comes and sings to me by night, so that I cannot sleep. . . . 

" We should praise God for the tall spirits He has lifted 
up in different places, like mountains, to make us lift our 
eyes to Him. It is said, in a certain story, that ' Celebrity 
must be sought, but Glory is a seeker/ It is truth ; for 
the glow-worm and the star, each abiding in its far-distant 
place, alike receive her presence. How grand to be a star, 
then, even though invisible to earth, yet heard in heaven, 
swelling the hurricane of Hallelujahs, and seen keeping 
bright measure with the countless constellations of glory. 
I should love to be such a spirit, one of Glory's sought ones. 

" And now, my beloved friend and pastor, I must tell 
you that I did at last feel that I ought to confess Christ, 
and that one most evident way was by overcoming both 
pride and aversion, and going to Class. It is done. I am 
sometimes perplexed about it, and sometimes I love it. 
But I believe it is best. 



" Your most attached, 



Though unworthy little friend, 
" Emma Tatham." 



d 
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TO THE SAME. 

"December, 1847. 

" My dear Friend, 

" The letter you sent me rejoiced my heart ; it was like 
the long-listened-for carol of the nightingale. I cannot 
sufficiently thank God for the treasure He has given me 
in your friendship and prayers. I hope you will continue 
to pray for me, and especially ask that I may receive the 
noble gift of sober-mindedness, and that I may love and 
glorify my Saviour, and not myself. I am very pleased to 
have two sweet flowers to send you, withered though they 
must be : I know you will think them lovely. Are they 
not eloquent of the coming spring — the buds, and bloom, 
and rainbows ? And when our snowdrops and violets come 
up, I will send you some, if I live till then. The other 
day my father and I were walking on the cliffs and sands. 
I thought of you then — how you would have admired the 
solitary solemnity of the walls of ocean, and his mystic 
footsteps in the sands, and the loose tresses of the sea- 
nymphs, and the sweet surging of his many voices, and the 
white heads of his horses ! 

" My dear father and mother desire their most affection- 
ate remembrances. I will send you a babyish thing which 
I wrote in July, and re-wrote a few weeks since. 

" And now, my dear friend, believe me, 

" Ever yours affectionately, 

"Emma Tatham." 

The next letter is in a more subdued tone : — 
to the same. 

"April, 1848. 

" My dear Friend, 

" We have visited Dr. Beaumont, and there it was that 
Mrs. B. told us the sorrowful news of the ill-health of my 
dear friend ; and, oh, that I could fly to see and know 
exactly how you are, and if you are too ill to write ! 
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"May your rest be a sweet sabbath. May the golden 
fruits for which you have laboured gladden you with their 
multiplied and miraculous abundance ; and may the calm 
breezes of Eden continually play around you, breathing of 
that diviner rest, concerning which you taught me, that 
there every power and feeling has its full fountain freedom, 
and beams and streams for ever at the feet of God. 
Oh, that only resting-place— the feet of Christ! Some- 
times, even amidst all the love that is lavished upon me, 
how weary I feel, weary of myself ! and it seems that no 
one, nothing in earth or heaven, can give me rest but Christ. 
But I dare not go on. I am almost ashamed that I have 
said so much of myself, all the while I do not know how 
much my dear friend may be suffering, Oh, that I did know, 
and could take his sufferings in his stead ! But our Father's 
will is best. 

" Pray for your affectionate and distant friend, 

"Emma Tatham." 

But her days were not spent wholly in imaginative 
excitement. All this while she was most seriously and 
sedulously cultivating her intellect by mastering the works 
of Bishop Butler and Locke, and of Samuel Drew, the 
astute Methodist metaphysician ; by familiarizing herself 
with the British classics ; and by reading theological works, 
particularly those of John Fletcher, of Madeley. 

Her vast and vague aspirations at this period find voice 
in the following 

SONNET. 

Oh for an angel's mind, a seraph's sweep 

Of winged intellect ! — a soul of fire, 
An energetic spirit — spurning sleep ; 
Faculties glorious, lofty, broad and deep ; 

Thoughts which no bounds confine, no triumphs tire ! 
D 2 
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Alas ! how low my reach ! how mean my powers ! 

I, like a fetter' d eagle, pine to rise 
High over this world's fair but fading flowers, 

And revel in the stretch of boundless skies, 
Scale the far peak of dim sublimities, 

And in the solitude of God rejoice ; 
And find, in silence infinite, sweet sound, 

The everlasting music of His voice, 
And bathe in calm infinitudes profound. 

Having believed with her heart unto righteousness, she 
justly felt that joining a Christian church was an essential 
part of the "confession unto salvation." She became united 
in church fellowship with the Methodists worshipping in 
Hawley-square Chapel, Margate. The first two years of 
her consecrated life were "as the days of heaven upon earth." 
God had " deluged her heart with sunshine." But after 
this joyous spring-time, and glowing summer, and teeming 
autumn, had come in quick succession and blended beauty, 
a long winter lay upon her soul. The change of tone, in the 
last of the above letters, from the two preceding is very 
marked. A sombre shadow was evidently creeping over 
her, which proved the pensive glooming of a long-continued 
night. This closed in upon her about May, 1848, and did 
not give place to dawn until the end of 1849. 

The return of her father's birthday (April 20th, 1848) 
called forth these smooth-flowing stanzas : — 



My father, many a various form 

Of joy and sorrow, calm and storm, 

Of hope and fear, of grave and gay, 

Hath doubtless crossed thy changeful way ; 

For flowers and thorns together grow 

Along our pilgrimage below, 

Lest nature should our hearts entice 

To tell us—*' This is paradiae." 

Yet Faith has found the mystic power 

To turn each thorn into a flower 
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And though thou could'st of sorrow speak, 
To dim the eye and pale the cheek, 
Tet on this happy spring-time morn 
When thou, 0 dearest sire, wast born — 
Born for the glorious battle-strife, 
The wreath of everlasting life, — 
We will rejoice and bless the day, 
While angels join the lifted lay. 
Oh yes, I know one angel's eye 
Which counts thy birthdays as they fly ; 
And kindles as each fading year 
Brings thee to her embrace more near. 
I know thy heavenly daughter waits 
For thee amongst her shining mates, 
And oft her glance descends on thee 
From all that radiant company. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



DARKNESS AND THE DEEPS. 



Faith which, were even its light removed, 
Would, like the dial, fixed remain, 
And wait till it shines out again." 



Thomas Moore. 



At the outset of her pilgrimage, Emma Tatham had 
cleared the Slough of Despond by one light bound of child- 
like confidence ; she had never been misdirected to the 
rugged path beneath the overhanging horrors of Sinai ; she 
had knocked early at the wicket gate, and found ready 
admittance ; she had passed many a month under the roof of 
Mr. Interpreter ; she had felt the load of sin, and felt the 
loss of it in gazing at the Cross ; she had tarried long in the 
Palace Beautiful, occupying "the large upper chamber, 
whose window opened towards the sun-rising, the name of 
which was Peace, where she slept till break of day, and then 
awoke and sang ; " from its garden-roof she had feasted on 
the glorious landscape of the Delectable Mountains ; she had 
carolled, like the shepherd-boy, in the Valley of Humility ; 
she had passed, with safe escort, within sight and hearing of 
Vanity-Fair, unharmed by its frivolities: one would have 
thought that her course was clear to the Land of Beulah ; but, 
alas ! she had now to try the black and fiend-frequented pass 
of the Shadow of Death, and tread the grim precincts of 
Doubting Castle. In harmony* with her own beautiful 
" Dream," which proved a prophecy of her own experience, 
she had felt herself " spring like a sunbeam forth from the 
eternal" Every morn she dipt 

" Her robe in the full sun, then, all day long, 
Shook out its dew on earth." • 



• See " Dream of Pythagoras. 1 
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Afterwards, she 

"Peacefully began 
To feel the mighty universe commune 
And converse with her, and her soul became 
One note in nature's harmony. " 

Many grand and lovely lessons she had mastered ; 

" But yet 

She was to learn a lesson more severe, 
To shine alone in darkness and the deep." 

She was u made to feel the dignity of suffering." 

The experience of her girlhood is recorded in lines written 
not many months before her eighteenth birthday, August 
22d, 1848 :— 

I have been 
A cherish" d and belov'd one ; I have drunk 
An overflowing stream of ecstasy, 
From Thine own world of beauty ; even Thy stars 
Have minister' d to my rapture, and the winds 
Of midnight taught me songs ; the very storms 
Breathe music to me, and each flower that blooms 
Tells me of love and beauty. 

But the most, 
I thank Thee for Thyself ; that when my heart 
Had drunk up the warm streams of nature's feast, 
Thou didst so freely open to my thirst 
The infinite and everlasting fount 
Of Thine own love. 

But now she was to rise to still more ennobling and endearing 
communion with Godj through the all but overwhelming 
discovery of her natural unfitness for that communion. 

It was in the mid-gloom of this long night that I visited 
her, (January 1849,) and spent some ten days in frank and 
deep communion with her. The distressing symptoms of her 
case were — bodily languor, and a general loss of interest in 
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life. With some bright exceptions — the family circle, con- 
genial Christian companionship, the sanctuary of God, the 
closet of secret communion with Him, the Sabbath-school, 
and the solitary sea-side stroll,— all society seemed distaste- 
ful ; all places dim and dreary. One idea seemed never 
absent from her mind, one feeling never away from her 
heart — the hatefulness and adhesiveness of sin. She felt 
her spirit saturated with sin, yet surrounded with the omni- 
present purity of God. The consciousness of sin, as having 
its dwelling in the soul, as making her heart at once its den 
and its prey, seemed ever strong. Her old pursuits were 
abandoned, excepting that she sometimes sought that mental 
relief in the restful toils of the pencil, which she could no 
longer find in the exciting labours of the pen. Yet she was 
no hypochondriac. She was not haunted by hallucinations ; 
hers was no moping melancholy. It was only shown in her 
countenance, which bespoke a stillness and sanctity of sor- 
row ; and in her strong instinct of seclusion. Heretofore, 
her whole life had said, 

" To the pure in heart all things are pure, 
And to the bright in fancy all things shine." 

She had been wont 

" To go abroad rejoicing, in the joy 
Of beautiful and well-created things, 
Glad in the sunshine, reverent in the storm." 

But now, conscience seemed ever thundering to her, as 
Cicero to Catiline, " Can the light of this life, or the breath 
of this heaven, be jocund to thee ?" Such were the symptoms 
of her state ; and its causes were not difficult to divine. 
These were, doubtless, partly physical, partly psychological, 
and partly spiritual. The physical causes were very simple : 
a delicate organization, a nervous system exquisitely sensi- 
tive and highly strung, acted upon by a strong and burning 
spirit which " o'er-informed its tenement of clay." Add to 
this, her intellectual and imaginative habitudes, which 
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weakened her body, in proportion as they strengthened a 
mind, from the first too mighty for the fragile texture in 
which it was insphered, like a young cedar planted under a 
tiny glass-shade. Besides, all excitement is expenditure, 
and hers had been a life of intense excitement — intellectual, 
imaginative, emotional : — 

" All the soul in rapt-suspension, 
All the quivering, palpitating ; 

Chords of life in utmost tension, 

With the fervour of invention. 
With the rapture of creating." 

— No wonder that after this came the collapse. 

Her first winter and spring on the East coast, after her 
sheltered London life, doubtless tended to hasten and 
aggravate the crisis ; for Margate looks straight up the North 
Sea, and bares its white bosom to the Arctic blast. 

The psychological causes of her melancholy are common to 
most young poets. Lord Bacon accounts for the existence of 
poetry, and pleads for its utility thus : — " The use of poetry 
has been to give some shadow of satisfaction to the mind of 
man, in those points wherein the nature of things doth deny 
it, the world being, in proportion, inferior to the soul ; by 
reason whereof there is, agreeable to the spirit of man, a 
more ample greatness, a more exact goodness, and a more 
absolute variety, than can be found in the nature of things."* 
- This effort, "to give some shadow of satisfaction to the 
mind," which proves the necessity of poetry, and demon- 
strates its divinity, may be one cause of that sublime melan- 
choly which is incident to young poets ; the world without 
and the world within being found so far inferior to the ideal 
world of genius. Hence, that melancholy which, in Byron, 
took the tone of haughty misanthropy ; in Shelley, that of a 
wild and fanatical nature-worship ; in both, from a want of 
contact with a living and loving Christianity, a sullen scep- 

* De Aug. Scientiarum. 
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ticism and an intense disgust of life ; which in Goethe broke 
forth in the sickly sorrows of Werther and the Herculean 
agonies of Faust ; which in Poilok became a dreary sense of 
infinite isolation — " a Zahara-like wastefulness of feeling ; " 
which, in Felicia Hemans showed itself in a heartsick 
pining after perfection, ever crying, — 

" Something far more divine 
Than may on earth be mine, 
Haunts my worn heart, and will not let it rest : " 

this in Emma Tatham, from the strength of her religious 
convictions, and the simplicity of her child-like faith, and, 
above all, from those Divine influences which such faith 
never fails to attract, became, first, a profounder penitence, 
a more overwhelming realization of the majesty and purity 
of God, and a fiercer internecine struggle between the law of 
the members and the law of the mind ; and then " through 
the tender mercy of God, whereby the dayspring from on 
high visited" her, issued in unfathomable satisfaction, "a 
sacred and homefelt delight, a sober certainty of waking 
bliss." In the three first-named poets, Byron, Shelley, and 
Goethe, melancholy was but 

"Apart 

Of the hunger and thirst of the heart, 
The fervour and 6re of the brain, 

Which grasps at the fruitage forbidden, 

The golden pomegranates of Eden 
To quiet its fever and pain." 

In the three last-named, it was akin to Christ's three-fold 
beatitude, " Blessed are the poor in spirit ; blessed are they 
that mourn ; blessed are they which do hunger and thirst 
after righteousness, for they shall be filled." 

Her dejection, as a spiritual phenomenon, is well described 
and accounted for by her father, in a letter to me u Her 
mind had seemed to strike out into infinitude and eternity, 
in the contemplation of Jehovah and His works ; and then 
she was thrown back on her own nothingness and sinfulness 
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and spiritually lost condition : and no one knows, but God 
who permitted it, what she passed through before she dared 
to cast herself again on Christ. The clear view and deep 
sense of her ruined state, which God gave her, almost over* 
whelmed her ; but after a long and dark night the Sun of 
Righteousness arose, and the clouds broke, and gradually she 
was enabled to commit her soul to Christ I can assure you 
it was a time of gladness to us also." 

I should not add anything to this clear statement, but from 
the conviction that religious depression is a subject which 
has received far less attention than it demands from religious 
writers of the present day, and far less than was given to it, 
in by-past ages, by earnest teachers of all schools. In fact, 
the literature of religious dejection is, in our own language, 
singularly rich and various. Christian writers of former 
times, whichever side of the great sphere of truth they most 
loved to look at, seldom lost sight of dejection, as a frequent 
phase of the spiritual life. Men who, from their temper- 
ament, mental structure, training and habits, might be sup- 
posed to have little sympathy with such states, have yet 
written wisely and well about them. The "judicious Hooker" 
brings his sagacity to the elucidation of this dark subject.* 
The whimsical Fuller selects this as the theme of a distinct 
treatise,t and manifests in its treatment all the patience, and 
little of the playfulness, which characterize the genial old 
chronicler. He restrains the grotesque vivacity of his genius 
in the presence of sacred sorrow, and indulges his sportive- 
ness only in clever alliteration and spark-striking antithesis. 
The robust and well-proportioned intellect of Bishop Sherlock 
deals most delicately with these perplexing cases. The 
polemical prelate becomes a nursing father in IsraeLJ 

• Hooker's Works : A Learned and Comfortable Sermon on 
Hob. i. 4. 

f The Cause and Cure of a Wounded Conscience, by Dr. 
Thomas Fuller. 
+ Sherlock's Discourses, 25 and 27. 
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Doddridge devotes a chapter, in his Rise and Progress of 
Religion in the Soul, to "The Case of a Christian under the 
hiding of God's face." Baxter and Samuel Clarke have 
exerted their intellects to explain and alleviate this pitiable 
state. And John Wesley, the apostle of assurance, has a 
Sermon on this condition of God's children, which he calls 
The Wilderness State. Besides this, Christian hymnists of 
various tone — Luther, Paul Gerhard, Madame Guyon, 
Watts, Charles Wesley, Newton, Cowper, Gambold, Hart, 
&c, — have all been taught by the Comforter to pour forth 
strains which give expression and relief to this sacred 
sadness.* 

After long, deep, and frequent conversation with Miss 
Tatham, I found that hers was a sadness immedicable, though 
not unmitigable, by human skill. 

"The fields for her had no medicinal leaf, 
And the vex"d ore no mineral of power." 
God alone could effectually help and heal her. A deep awe 
mingled with commiseration as I conversed with a soul 
which shrunk beneath the blinding brightness of Divine 
purity. Even then, I felt that her hour of gloom was more 
to be envied than the brightest heyday of Godless gaiety ; 
and could say, with the bard of holy joy, 

" Rather I would in darkness mourn 
The absence of Thy peace, 
Than e'er by light irreverence turn 
Thy grace to wantonness." 
* I need not mention that heap of entertaining erudition, 
Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 

There are several other less known but more serviceable 
treatises on the same subject, as Instructions for a right Com- 
forting Afflicted Consciences, by Robert Bolton, B.D., 1635 ; The 
Historical Anatomy of Christian Melancholy, by Edmund Gregory, 
M.D. ; A Discourse on the Disease of Melancholy, by Timothy 
Rogers, M.A., 1691 ; A Treatise on Religious Melancholy, by Mr. 
Blakeway ; and another by Benjamin Fawcett, of Kidderminster. 
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Of course I sought to administer such consolation as I 
might. I perpetually pointed to Christ as the secure foun- 
dation of acceptance with God, and the only source of life and 
purity to the soul. But she could not then get past the 
cherubim with flaming sword. For in the history of some 
great souls * there is a "fulness of the time" for the advent 
of " the Spirit of adoption into the heart," as there was a ful- 
ness of the time for the advent of the Son into the world. 
Meanwhile, I urged her, under no weight of sorrow, to 
discontinue her labours as a Sabbath-school teacher, or other 
benevolent activities, but to "give diligence unto the full 
assurance of hope," and 



Yet all this time, the faith of adherence lived within her 
heart, in unconquerable strength, in the utter absence of the 
faith of assurance. Her state of soul was such as Luther 
powerfully describes : " Here, hope itself despairs, and yet 
despair hopes notwithstanding; and there only lives the 
unutterable groaning with which the Holy Spirit intercedes 
in us, who moved on the darkness which covered the water. 
This no man understands who has not tasted it."t 

Though she felt no emotional delight in God, her soul 
followed hard after Him as the object of her deepest desires. 
Though her feeling represented God as distant, yet her faith, 
none the less, addressed Him as ever nigh. She was, all this 
time, a true believer, though hard-pressed with beleaguering 
doubt. As an Alpine torrent, turbid, raging, dashes into 
the placid and pellucid bosom of a heaven-reflecting lake, 
yet does not essentially combine with the pure waters of the 
lake, so as to make that tranquil expanse, like itself, all 
turbulence and foam; but the attentive gazer can plainly 
distinguish where flows the invading current, and where 

• As Luther, Wesley, Bunyan, Andrew Fuller, &c. 
f Luther on the Psalms. 



Through all the paths of duty move 
From humble fear to perfect love." 
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welters the peaceful lymph ; — can see that beneath the 
eddying fury of the stream there lies a calm and inviolable 
depth ; even so it was in her heart. The tide of doubt 
swept across the stillness of her soul, yet did not so pervade 
and penetrate her being as to change faith into unbelief ; but 
the eye could clearly discern where rushed the headlong 
cataract of doubt, whilst all around and beneath there spread 
an uncontaminated calm. Though she had no delectable 
consciousness of the truth of God's promises, yet there was a 
desperate cleaving to the promises, in contempt of the most 
heart-sickening internal misgivings, all the more intense 
because so minute, all the more determined because so con- 
scious of its feebleness. Her faith was athletic in its very 
faintness, and unyielding in its tremor. Whilst her faculties 
were fogbound and her feelings frozen, she still clung as with 
a death-grip to the promises of God. 

She took especial solace from the assurance that hers was 
not a solitary case, a dark anomaly in the dispensations 
of God, or the experience of His people. 

The following letter sufficiently reveals her state of 
feeling : — 



"Dear Sir, 

"Could I relate the history of my life, in all its unseen 
variations, since the morning when I received your kind 
letter, you would better understand why that letter has been 
so very long unanswered, than you can by any explanations 
of mine. Not that it has been marked by great outward 
changes or sudden calamities ; mercy has spared our habita- 
tion ; but I have had to taste how bitter it is to be a sinful 
creature ; I have experienced, and do still at times experience, 
feelings that admit of 'outpouring 1 to no human ear. I 
cannot outpour my unholy spirit in common words. I did 



TO THE REV. B. GREGORY. 



"7, A ddington-square, Margate, 
" August, 1849. 
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not know what I was. There is but One to whom I can turn 
with comfort ; for I know He knows me. Unspoken confes- 
sion is intelligible to Him. There is none other can love 
me — and oh ! can He ? But for Christ my existence must 
be anguish. Forgive the coldness and reserve you may have 
noticed in me while you were at Margate. I have divided 
myself from Jesus ; and the warm streams of holy love are 
cut off from my debased soul till Christ shall be united to 
me. And shall that ever be ? Sometimes I dare to hope 
there is a dim, a doubtful union, even now ; then again I 
think — how terrible the distance — how dire the separation — 
and perhaps it is eternal ! Yet, dear pastor, do not think 
I have any objection to give you what you like among my 
poor verses, or to tell you of my feelings, — that is more than 
I feel with others. I have told you I cannot describe in 
language my sins, and hopes, and fears. I know not my 
own history. I know not what I am. Yes — 'My all is 
sin.' I seldom express my feelings to anyone. I tell most 
to my mother. I try to tell them most to the only One who 
knows them. His mercy endureth for ever. The love I owe 
Him is boundless. Words can never speak how good He 
has been to me. Yes— if at last He may be constrained 
to send me from Him for ever, still I owe Him more praise 
and love than all the saints in glory. Oh that I had never 
sinned against Him ! And now, dear sir, forgive this long 
' outpouring.* Do not be displeased with me for not writing 
—do forgive me — you know not the reasons that might 
be pleaded. 



"Alas ! I say 'affectionately,' but why should I profane 
that holy word ? I cannot have affection till I no more, but 
Christ in me, shall live — Christ the Heart of Love ; there is 
no true love in me without Him." 



"Yours, affectionately, 

"Emma Tatham.' 



»» 
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CHAPTER V. 



WEEPING AND WORKING. 



Weep, if thou wilt ; but weep not thou too long ; 
Or weep and work, for work will lead to song." 

Macdonald. 



This state of darkness continued for more than a year 
after my visit. But, though a joyless, it was not a loveless 
or a fruitless season. Indeed, the hidden beauty of her 
character fully disclosed itself in the gloom, as the night- 
blowing cereus opens its magnificent cup and reveals its 
rich, delicate, and ever- varying tints, seemingly in search of 
the absent sun, and blooms whilst the globe's mass hangs 
between it and light. How eager and skilful she was to 
convey comfort to others, whilst herself incapable of comfort, 
will be seen from the following letters and lyrics. Although 
they are marked by a strong tinge of melancholy, and 
betray a morbid self-depreciation, yet they contain much 
that is healthy and vigorous in sentiment and affection. 
The letters are sufficiently self-interpreting. 

" My dear Father, 

" Will you kindly indulge the petition of so unworthy 
a petitioner ? I am aware that to live in this beautiful but 
costly house, and pay its rent, and answer the many im- 
perative demands on your purse, you need an addition to 
your present income, which I know has been of late dimin- 
ished. Now my humble petition is, to set forth the source 
whence that addition, by the help of the Mighty One is to 
flow. 

" My dear father, God made me to work. He has given 
me talents to employ for His glory and your comfort. He 
sent me to make your latter years a time of repose, and 
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sweet preparedness for glory. In His name I crave, I im- 
plore, I demand humbly, fervently, with my soul demand, a 
daughter's precious privilege to work. I cannot be denied. 
You know, my father, I cannot begin teaching without your 
permission, or I would begin to-morrow. 0, stay me not ! 
Only tell me how I must begin. I am young, I am able to 
teach — impatient to teach — longing, pining to work. 

" My father, bear with my importunity. Our happiness 
is not confined to this house ; it is in doing the will of God. 
Let us seek God's glory only, and then we must be happy. 

"Oh find a lowly cottage in some healthy spot, only 
large enough for us, where I, by teaching, as I earnestly 
desire to do, a few quiet, gentle girls, the many things 
which you so generously had me taught, may, through the 
help of the Mightiest, earn enough money to pay the rent, 
send a little present to my cousins, and behold my dear 
mother's grey hairs crowned with the halo of rest and quiet, 
able to go to bed when weary, to rest till she is rested. 

" Then I might employ a few of my rusty talents for my 
Master, stretch a few of my drooping, pining feathers, to 
fetch comfort for my parents, see them able to diffuse in 
charity the money of God which is now required for house, 
taxes, furniture, and other things. I should then in active, 
blessed occupation — in healthy, joyful, delicious employ- 
ment — see my most dear parents spend tlieir last years on 
earth (God grant they may be very many ! ) in happy con- 
secration to the will of God, gazing with thankful and fond 
complacency on an active, happy, useful, renewed child, 
daily living on the verge of heaven. 

* * Dearest father, be not angry if I implore you to sanction 
my work. Father, think and pray about it. Let us now 
love God with all our hearts, devote our all to His kingdom. 
Father, talk to me as you used to do when I was a little girl. 
Teach me again how to love the Saviour. 



" Your own, 



"Emma.' 



E 




50 



MEMOIR OF 



This letter affectingly shows how little inclined she was 
to selfish absorption in her own grief, intense and uninter- 
mitting as it was, and the snatches of simple melody which 
this nightingale of spiritual desertion and gloom poured out 
to her parents, prove that her holy sense of sinfulness did 
not freeze the strong-gushing fountains of filial affection. 
Yet throughout one catches the plaintive (not querulous) tone 
of unfeigned self-reproach. Excepting to ring out little fire- 
side melodies, her harp never awoke during this long 
darkness but twice ; first in August, 1848, to celebrate a 
coming time of universal peace ; and the other to* pour forth 
the exquisite strains on the "Twin Sisters." The former 
is remarkable, as proving that her holiest personal sorrows 
could not deaden her exultation at the promised future 
bliss of all mankind; and, desponding and diffident as she 
was in her own case, she cherished the most triumphant 
confidence as to the ultimate happiness of the world. 



" Thank you for that touching, tender, truthful opening 
of your heart about your mother. May that Friend, who 
loves her more than you do, and you more than she does, 
preserve you both to each other, unite you in His own pure 
undying love, grant that your separation may be very short, 
and sweetly succeeded by an everlasting union. The old 
year has flown for ever, and the new and strange one has 
dawned upon us ; beginning to unfold that mystic page 
where so much of our history is written, and which our 
feeble eyes can only decipher moment by moment, though 
from everlasting it lies * naked and open to the eyes of Him 
with whom we have to do.* Oh ! of what infinite import- 
ance it is to us, that the new year should find us new 
creatures in Christ : nothing else prepares us for life or 
death — no other state ensures our bliss, our safety. I see 
it is not enough to have religious feeling, however deep — 



TO MISS M. 



January 1st, 1849. 
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the entire offering must be made. All must be given up for 
Christ. Will you join me in the surrender ?— the present, 
entire, full, and eternal consecration of our all to God ? 
Then it will indeed be a happy new year to us both ; we 
shall have strength and love given us to go forth and 
minister in the spirit of Jesus to all around us. Oh, how 
glorious is our calling! how pure our destiny! to die to 
sin ; yea, to our very selves in the cross of Jesus, and to rise 
with Him to all the life of love. Are we not both seeking 
one Saviour — both sore let and hindred V It is not our 
penitence that makes us fit for Christ, only our ruin. I am 
very far from that state of love and faith in which I ought 
to be ; but I sometimes have a glimpse of the infinite 
willingness of Jesus to save me. Still, I want that living 
faith which fully joins the lost soul to its Saviour. I have 
been taught, that when we think we are growing worse and 
worse, and sinning more and more, it is because the kind 
Spirit is giving us more light, and showing us how utterly 
vile and base we are, that we may be driven with more 
intense desire to the love of Jesus Christ. When we feel 
our whole soul filled with sin, it is heavenly sweet to throw 
away that soul, as it were into the arms of Christ, and take 
hold of Him as our New Soul, our Penitence, our Love, our 
Faith, our Righteousness, our Heaven — our all for ever. I do 
not think there is fear of our exaggerating our sins ; ah, 
no ! we do not yet know half their baseness : but there is 
great danger of our undervaluing the infinite power and 
love of Him who is able, willing, ' delighted to save* us. 
Read His precious, precious words, — ' Come unto Me,* &c. I 
did receive your other kind note, but negligently omitted to tell 
you what you could do for the Mission cause. Any knitting, 
netting, crochet, drawing, painting— any fancy work— will 
be acceptable. Let me make it a fond request, that this 
little work for Christ may be one of your employments ; 
for, whether devoted to the Wesleyan (for which I have been 
doing it) or the Church Missionary Society, it is all one, if 
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we do it for the Lord of the harvest, and the dear dying 
millions of heathen lands. 

"Emma." 



"My own dear friend Sophy, 

" It is long since I saw you, and long since I wrote to 
you, and very long since we played together, and it may 
be long before we meet again ; but it is not long since I 
thought of you, for I am thinking of you and loving you 
now ; and oh, it will be very, very 'long* before I forget 
that dear, sweet, affectionate playfellow and friend of my 
childhood ! And now, dear friend, let me tell you some- 
thing that is in my heart. As I grow older, I do feel 
solemn thoughts, and my life passing away, and that I must 
soon appear in the awful presence of God, to answer for the 
deeds done in the body. I feel, too, that I have been a 
very highly-favoured girl I mean, with the blessing of 
pious instructions, and Sabbaths, and sermons, and time for 
prayer, and health for duty, and everything that could 
move the heart to gratitude. But, ah ! my dear Sophia, 
when I think how ungrateful, how disobedient, I have 
been ; after all my Saviour's love, ought I not to tremble 
and weep, and hasten to hide my guilty soul in the shadow 
of that Cross where all our hopes must hang ? And, oh ! 
may you too, my beloved, make that sacred spot your 
constant refuge. See there by faith the pierced, the 
bleeding, spotless Lamb of God — crucified for you and me, 
poor lost sinners ; bearing all our sins in His own body ; 
shedding His blood to wash away our every sin and make 
our souls more white than snow. Oh, how much does my 
soul need that washing ! And does not also yours, my dear 
Sophia, amiable and affectionate as you are ? Have you 
not also felt the mighty load of sin weighing you down to 
everlasting death, and longed to cast it all on Jesus ! Oh, 
sweet are His words to a weary soul ! 1 Come unto Me,' 
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He says, ' all ye that labour and are heavy-laden, and I 
will give you rest. Take My yoke upon you, and learn of 
Me, for I am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall find 
rest unto your souls ; for My yoke is easy, and My burden 
is light.' Oh ! let us fly to Him, our best, truest, kindest, 
tenderest Friend, with all we feel and fear. No one else 
can help us ; no one else can enter into all our little and 
great sorrows and troubles, which we must expect to have ; 
and they will all be turned to joy for us, if we bring 
them to Jesus. Oh ! have you, my beloved friend, given 
your heart to Jesus ? If you have, He will give His 
boundless love to you, and protect you through all the 
temptations and storms of life, and crown you with ever- 
lasting glory. But, oh! if you have not yet given your 
heart to God, let this be the moment, the happy day of your 
repentance. Oh ! do not delay when God commands and 
Jesus invites, and eternal life is the prize ; and hell threatens, 
and heaven is open to all believers. And this very ' now is 
the accepted time.' Beloved friend, we did love to play 
together, — now let us pray together. May we meet in 
heaven never to part again ; let us fight the good fight of 
faith, and lay hold on eternal life. 

" Accept of my sincere love, 

" From your affectionate friend, 
"Emma Tatham." 



" Easter, 1849. 

"My dear Louisa, 

" How kind of you to send me that beautiful letter, nar- 
rating circumstances so interesting. Yes, dear, ever write 
to me what is interesting to you ; I had so much rather you 
should write that than anything else. I do not want fine 
descriptions, or eloquent essays, or refined criticisms; but 
let me have a few of the real thoughts, feelings, and circum- 
stances of my Louisa, — how happy she is, or how successful ; 
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how much she is enjoying of her Saviour's love (for He has 
loved her— oh yes ! And may all the fulness of His love be 
poured upon her !) Tell me, then, all that concerns you, so 
far as I am worthy to hear ; which indeed is not at all, 
therefore I must urge some other plea — not my worthiness, 
but your kindness. Ah ! not the smallest thing that affects 
you is too small to write to me. 

u You must not be grieved if I dare not promise to write 
so often. Duties, owing from week to week, have accumu- 
lated upon me. I have to seize corners, and snatch, as it 
were, reevings of time, precious time. I have wasted, alas ! 
millions of my golden seeds for eternity ; and now, strange 
as it may seem, I am burdened with debt, and threatened 
with want of that too-neglected talent. Tell me, Louisa, 
how do you arrange your employments ? How do you 
contrive to improve your time ? But ah ! am I not even 
wasting it for you ? 

" Dear child, I do not mind how much of my poor hair 
you have ; you might take it all for a footstool, so far as I 
am concerned ; but I forgot it when I was writing last, and 
my fond mother would not cut more than this. Would it 
were ours to wash the feet of Jesus with our tears, and wipe 
them with the hairs of our head. May your hair be wreathed 
with glory-beams and lily-cups of Eden ! 

" My dear parents have not been favoured with uninter- 
rupted health ; doubtless it is better that this blessing 
should not be always ours. There is deeper joy, a warmer 
glow, than the active pulsings of outward health ; there is 
that unspeakable calm given to a sick or feeble Christian, 
which says, 'My flesh and my heart faileth, but Thou art 
the strength of my heart, and my portion for ever.' Beauti- 
ful is the love of Jesus ! Oh, that it might consume my 
whole soul as a sacrifice ! This principle is the only cure of 
that selfishness of which we are speaking, which we are in 
everything called to crucify, for the sake of Christ. 



Emma.' 




EMMA TATHAM. 



55 



She most strongly manifested her love to the Saviour 
as a shepherdess of His lambs in the Sabbath-school. 
Although she could not be induced to take any but the 
lowest class, she prepared the Scripture-lessons for her little 
scholars quite as carefully, and almost as felicitously, as the 
happiest of her poetic compositions. Several of these are 
in my possession. They are models of Sabbath-school 
teaching ; exhibiting a keen, deep insight into girl-nature, 
and that simple ingenuity of illustration which earnest love 
alone can teach. To a child she became as a child, that she 
might gain the child. A gentleman who has, perhaps, 
devoted more attention to Sabbath-school tuition than any 
living man, — Mr. Mimpriss, to whom I showed some of 
them, — pronounced them superior to anything of the kind 
he had ever met with. She also versified for children 
several passages of Scripture history, in which her loftiness 
of thought and exuberance of fancy are wonderfully re- 
strained. I shall give in the Appendix a specimen or two of 
each. 

Her love to little children amounted to enthusiasm Of 
this she makes confession in these passionate lines : 



Whether thy cradle be the rocking sling 

Across the shoulder of the Hottentot 

Or gipsy mother ; or the wicker boat 

Of cottage love's simplicity ; or rags 

Of beggar wretchedness ; or shivering breast 

Of Lapland poverty : or downy heaps 

Of satin'd royalty ; or be thou left 

To roll upon the green sward in the depth 

Of Indian solitude, the while, perchance, 

Thy mother serves her lord ; — where'er thou art, 

O darling babe ! I love thee. 



Babe — lovely babe ! 



But yet dearer do I hold 
The early beamings of the awakening soul, 
The dawning8 of the immortality 
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And majesty within ; when the bright eye 

Hath learn'd to wonder, and the struggling tongue — 

To wrestle with its fetters ; — when the heart 

Leaps like a butterfly from the dark cone 

That bound him to his chrysalis, and spreads 

Its thousand living colours to the warmth 

And sunshine smile of love, trembling with bliss : 

When the dim intellect lifts, like a star, 

Its dewy head above the ocean wave 

Of chaos and nonentity, and steeps 

Itself in life. Oh, what a boundless world 

Gleams on the young immortal ! She doth stand 

Even on the sea-shore of eternity, 

And stands as in a dream ; the mighty wave 

Washes her baby feet, and draws her off 

Into its everlasting mysteries, 

Never to turn again. She careless yields 

To the tremendous but unfelt impulse 

Of irresistible being, which absorbs 

Her into immortality, nor knows 

She playeth with infinity, and sleeps 

Upon the unfathomable, — marvelling much, 

At the light shadows and bright butterflies 

That flutter through her dreams. And so they float, 

The mother and her baby, side by side, 

Upon the silent but stupendous tide 

Of great eternity. 

0 Thou, who, taking in Thy dearest arms 
These little ones I love, didst with them leave 
A token of Thine everlasting grace ; 
Take Thou my lowly thanks, that Thou hast made 
Creatures so beautiful. 



The world is cold of heart, and shutteth up 
The founts of love ; for often hath it chill'd 
Me with its icy finger, and repulsed 
My fervour with a freezing mockery, 
Making my heart bleed much. 



Oh, I do think 
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Bat these have souls 



Unfrozen, and accessible to love 

And touch'd by truthfulness ; they do not doubt, 

They do not cast suspicion on the zeal 

That, frankly melting to the tenderness 

Of universal love, flows out in streams 

Immeasurably broad* without the cloak 

Of earthly ice. 



Children — beloved children, when I kneel 
To your sweet stature, and with earnest truth 
Embrace you, to receive the quick response 
Of waken'd love ; for you are golden harps, 
The softest breeze from your aerial strings 
Draws out sweet melody. 



Oh ! it is sweet to me, 
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CHAPTER VI. 



FAITH AND ITS EFFECTS. 



" Tbink not the faith by which the just shall live 
Is a dead creed, a map correct of heaven, 
Far less a feeling fond and fugitive, 

A thoughtless gift, withdrawn as soon as given ; 
It is an affirmation and an act 
That bids eternal truth be present fact." 



Emma Tatham's consciousness on emerging from de- 
spondency, is recorded in the following document, happily 
rescued from the ashes of her destroyed diary : — 



" I was not : Thou didst create me in pure love to my 
happiness. Thou didst, of Thy own will alone, create me 
to enjoy Thy love for ever ; to be washed in Thy blood more 
white than snow, and be with Thee in glory. Thou hadst 
died for me ere Thou madest me. Thou breathedst into 
me a soul immortal, capable of enjoying Thy favour ; a 
mind to comprehend Thy sweet truth ; a heart to obey and 

love Thee ; eyes to see a thousand lovely things 

Ah ! why bestow on such a wretch as I am the pleasure of 
gazing on Thy fair works, of hearing pleasant music and the 
sweet tones of affection ? Why cause me to enjoy the pure 
fragrance of Thy flowers ? and why make my food so sweet 

to me, so various? Thou didst choose for me 

praying and loving parents. Beloved Saviour! when I 
was a helpless babe, Thy gentle hand laid me tenderly 
on my mother's bosom. Thou didst plead for me in 
their hearts, putting into them such deep, glowing, un- 
dying love to me, a creature totally hateful, that it has 
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4 



EMMA TATHAM. 



59 



never left me, but has been my soft pillow, my cool shade, 
my chariot, my banquet, my palace, all my life. This 
was Thy gift of love. Thou didst incline them to toil 
for me, a creature that neither asked, nor thanked, nor 
helped them, nor cared for them, day after day, week after 

week, month after month, year after year. Blessed 

be Thou for giving me such a father and mother, and for 
sparing them ! Oh, may I dwell with them in heaven 

for ever ! Thou didst sustain me through my 

thankless, helpless infancy, and my more evil childhood. 
Thou gavest me Thy book, and many other books, and 
many, many enjoyments. Thou didst take care of me 
during every night, and many great storms, when I neither 

asked Thee nor thanked Thee Thou didst 

preserve me from fire and robbers Thou (done 

hast loved me, knowing me altogether ; loved me with 
perfect, boundless love, — all the love my soul desireth. 
Thou couldst not have loved me more. Thou hast loved me 
with boundless love : far, far above the burning love of 
angels, the love of lovers, the love of mothers. Thou art 
nought toward me but infinite love : I would be nought but 

love to Thee! Oh, what an infinite distance 

betwixt Thee and me ! Thee, the holiest, loveliest ; me, 
the foulest, basest, most loathsome. Yet Thou, with dying 
pain, with infinite love and pity, didst give Thy glorious 
self to me ; didst with Thine own blood buy for me every 
breath I draw, every beat of my pulse, every throb of my 
heart, every moment of grace, every desire, every prayer, 
every feeling of hope, love, joy, faith, or penitence I ever 
knew ; intellect, poetry, all my parent's love, my valuable 
books, my Bible, my chapel, my dear ministers and 

Christian friends Thou hast borne all my 

shame, my curse, my sentence, all that I deserve. Thou 
hast bought for me the full, perfect, honourable, free for- 
giveness of all my sins. Thou hast purchased for me as 
much as if I were the only sinner. Thou hast given me a 
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glorious pardon : a full admission to Thy Father's eternal 
smile ; an ocean of love ; perfect peace, living faith, the 
Spirit of adoption ; communion with the Father ; all His 
care, and all Thy promises; the victory over the world, 
over the devil, over myself, over death and the grave. 
Thou hast with incomprehensible pain and love, bought for 
me an endless home with ' Thee ; entire purity of nature ; 
unspotted joy ; a white robe washed in Thy blood, a golden 
harp, a bright eternal crown ; the delicious society of 
angels, and [all] Thy followers ; Thy bosom my home, my own 
rest ; Thy smile my feast for ever, for ever, for ever ! 
Boundless joy! Thou hast bestowed it all on me : I know 
it. Therefore, since all Thy love was given, is given, to me, 
my whole love is Thine for ever. Do to me as Thou wilt. 

Thou art all I love : I love all Thou doest My 

heart is Thine ; make me all Thou lovest. Reign in my 
every word, thought, feeling, look, and action. What wilt 
Thou have me to do 1 " 

After this Miss Tatham's life flowed on clearly and 
smoothly to its close. 

She undertook the tuition of three young ladies — sisters, 
and performed her task with great steadiness and heartiness. 
A small manuscript volume has been found among her 
papers, filled with short prayers to be offered on opening 
school. They are given here as showing her spiritual state 
quite as well as any express record of experience, and 
proving that she was " a firm, undaunted, onward-bearing 
traveller — Strong in humility." 



" Lord Jesus, our whole lives have been filled with Thy 
mercy. May our whole souls be filled with Thy love. 
We are sinners, and Thou art our Saviour. Long have we 
lived in the death of sin. But Thou art our Eternal Life. 
Lord, breathe Thy quickening Spirit into each one now 
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kneeling in Thy presence. Draw us, and we will run after 
Thee. Heal us, and we shall be healed. Renew our 
nature, for we are fallen and unholy. Cleanse our souls by 
Thy own precious blood. Create in us a clean heart. 
Make us humble and obedient. Instruct us moment by 
moment. Inspire our every thought, word, and feeling. 
Reveal Thy love within us, and write upon us Thy new 
name." 



" Almighty and all-merciful Redeemer, we kneel in Thy 
sight. Dark and guilty we appear in Thy presence. Thou 
alone art our Light and our Salvation. As Thou hast 
freely created, preserved, and redeemed us, so do Thou 
freely justify and sanctify us. We have nothing but our 
sinful selves to bring Thee. Thou hast died for us. May 
our sin, our misery, and Thy dying love, move Thy Holy 
Spirit to change our hearts, to enlighten our darkness, to 
remove all our rebellion, and create us anew in Christ Jesus. 
Amen" 



"0 Most Holy and humble Lord Jesus Christ, Who 
didst once wash the feet of Thy disciples, pour upon us 
Thy own meek and merciful nature. We are full of pride 
and selfishness. Thou art full of humility and love. Oh, 
make us like Thyself ! How greatly hast Thou loved us ! 
Oh, that we might so love Thee and so love one another ! 
Oh, make us new creatures, loving Thee with all our heart, 
and loving one another as ourselves ! Be merciful to all 
men ; help the poor, heal the sick, and pour Thy Spirit on 
all flesh. Amen." 



" Bend Thine ear in mercy, 0 Thou glorious Redeemer, 
our Maker and our Saviour. Hear the feeble words of 
Thy sinful creatures. We are utterly unworthy of the 
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least of all Thy mercies. Thou art worthy. Thou art able 
and willing to do for us exceeding abundantly above all we 
can ask or think. Blessed Jesus, we have no plea but 
Thy love and our sin ; Thy precious death, Thy gracious 
promises, and our lost and ruined state. Look upon the 
greatness of our iniquity, and let Thy dying love avail on 
our behalf. We are all spiritually dead and helpless, 
entirely depraved, and opposed to Thee and all Thy love ; 
even incapable of perceiving or desiring it ; ignorant of 
our own awful state as sinners. All our prayer is need and 
sin ; all our plea is Thy own compassion, Thy own death. 
Because we are so unholy, give us Thy Spirit, for Thy 
mercy's sake." 



" 0 Thou, Who for our sakes hast died and risen again, 
Thou who art the Quickening Spirit in all believers, the 
death of our souls is manifest in Thy sight. Thou art come 
that Thy sheep might have life, and that they might have 
it more abundantly. Grant that we may each be born 
again, born of Thy Spirit, and baptized with fire. Seal us 
with Thine image. Make us full of joy with Thy counte- 
nance. Pour upon us, without money and without price, the 
boundless blessing of free, full pardon, which Thy blood 
has purchased for us. Create us anew by Thy Spirit. 
Make known to us every moment what Thou wilt have us 
do and speak. And make our whole heart and life glorify 
Thee for ever. Amen." 
Nov. 18th, 1851. 

In 1850, Miss Tatham wrote a piece for the " Brotherhood 
Bazaar," and in the following year joined the " Olive-Leaf 
Society," being enlisted in that cause by Mr. Edmund Fry 
and Elihu Burritt, from whom she received the following 
letters : — 
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3, Winchester ^buildings j 

"January 21th, 1851. 



"Dear Miss Tatham, 

" We were indebted to your kindness last year for two or 
three gems of poetry which adorned onr little volume of 
poetry. 6 Gems from (he Spirit Mine} which we published 
for our League Bazaar. We are preparing for another 
bazaar this year, to be held at the time of the great Peace 
Congress, in the month of July. We intend to bring out 
another volume, and shall esteem it a great favour if you 
will again enrich us with one or two of your sweet effusions. 
We hope, by getting it in hand in good time, to avoid the 
hurry with which we were obliged to drive the last little 
volume through the press. 

" Elihu Burritt is just returned from Germany, where 
he has been pushing his ' Olive Leaf 1 circulation with 
great success. Seven of the principal German newspapers 
now publish an ' Olive Leaf 9 every month, and even Russia 
has not proved impervious to the blessed principles of 
peace and brotherhood. One of the leading journals in 
St. Petersburg has been opened to us to print an ' Olive 
Leaf' monthly. Now, we want to establish a Ladies' 
1 Olive Leaf Society' in every town in England and America, 
to sustain this great work of educating the whole Continent 
of Europe in the truths of Christianity. You will help us 
will you not, in Margate ? If only three or four ladies 
will unite at first, and meet once a fortnight or once a 
month, with a definite practical object in view, they will 
soon interest others, and do much to diffuse a peace senti- 
ment. 

" One of our London sisters will write to you, if agreeable, 
with some practical suggestions : and I hope we may soon 
be allowed to add Margate to our list of active auxiliaries. 



I am, very sincerely, 



"Edmund Fry." 
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3, Winchester-buildings, Old Broad-street, 
"London, February 7, 1851. 



"Dear Miss Tatham, 

" Will you permit me to call your attention to a couple 
of short articles which I have marked in the enclosed 
' Bond,' and which refer to an enterprise we now have in. 
hand for sowing the continent of Europe dewdrop thick 
with the principles of peace and human brotherhood. We 
depend almost entirely on the ladies of this country to 
sustain this 4 Foreign Mission of the Dove ; ' and we are 
endeavouring to induce them to form an ' Olive Leaf 
Society ' in every town or village in which three or four 
ladies may be found willing to unite for this purpose. 
And we should be exceedingly glad and grateful, if you 
would invite a few ladies of your acquaintance to join with 
you in forming such a circle in Margate. Even if no more 
than three of you would unite in this way, that number 
would suffice for a beginning — for a nucleus —which would 
soon increase by the accession of others. By associating 
in this way, you would connect yourselves with the move- 
ment by a permanent tie of sympathy, and sympathy would 
strengthen into active co-operation. 



In the spring of the same year she wrote a ''Poetic 
Address for the Royal Asylum of St. Ann's Society," for 
the children of those once .in prosperity, but now in need. 
In July, she wrote "Lines for the Cambridge Military 
Asylum." 

That her daily life was a steady course of humble, watch- 
ful methodic piety, may be seen from these Rules, written 
by herself for her daily guidance. A little humble asceticism 
betrays itself in the 9th Rule : — 



a 



Truly yours, 

"Elihu Burritt.' 
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" October 10th, 1853. 



" Rules. 



"1. By Thy grace I will obey all Thy will that I know. 
" 2. Seek to know it where I am ignorant. 
" 3. Rise (if permitted) on awaking. 
" 4. Read on my knees every morning a chapter in the 
Old Testament, 

" 5. One in the New every evening. 

" 6. Repeat a text to mother every morning. 

" 7. Never waste a moment. 

" 8. Never eat fast, or more than it is my duty to eat. 
" 9. Always, when I may, choose what I like least. 
" 10. Try to ' pray without ceasing.' 
"11. Always try to give pleasure to father and mother in 
everything. 

" 12. Never allow one thought to their dishonour. 
" 13. Never allow one thought opposed to love of any 
one. 

" 14. Never complain, even in heart 
" 15. Give up my own fancy in alL 
" 16. Attend to health duties. 
" 17. Always do what I feel most right." 

On being compelled by the failure of her health, and by 
her parents' fears in relation to it, to discontinue her little 
school, she wrote a letter to her mother, of which an extract 
is given below : — 

"My dearest Mother, 

" How can I sufficiently record your love and tenderness 
to me? Poor and helpless, I have been sustained and 
nursed by thy mysterious affection. Thou didst nurse me 
in sickness with continual care, rising early to prepare me 
the pleasant cup, and starting from the broken sleep at 
night to come to me. In my guilty terror, I fled to thy 
embrace. When I shrank from duty, thou didst strive to 
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cheer me. Thy voice breathed hope and sympathy, thy 
hand was busy to aid me. My selfish melancholy could not 
quench thy glowing tenderness. 

TO MY MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY. 

1849. 

Ah, if this little harp might only make 
Music once more before its frail strings break, 
Should not thy birthday its last effort wake. 

My mother ? 

Thou, whose indulgent ear hath ever bent, 

So low to catch its childish merriment 

As if it had some heavenly strain forth sent, 

My mother ! 

• Thou, who my dumb and helpless form didst take, 
And o'er its countless wants watch, weep, and wake, 
For no reward but for thy own love's sake, 

My mother ! 

Thou, who hast done for me what none else could ; 
Thou, whose warm bosom gave me my first food ; 
Thou, who between all pain and me hast stood, 

My mother ! 

Thou, whose uncounted kisses gushing new, 
Warm from thy heart, like the May morning dew, 
Have nursed me ever since my life I knew, 

My mother ! 

Thou, who hast laboured that I might repose ; 
Thou, who hast wept that I might feel no woes ; 
Thou, who hast plucked the thorn — given me the rose ; 

My mother ! 

Thou who hast battled hard with many a storm, 
Still hiding in thy breast my cherished form, 
And bearing all the blast to keep me warm, 

My mother ! 
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Thou, who has cheered me when my f ears were wild ; 
Thou, who, forgetting thy own pain, hast smiled 
Tenderest love upon thy 'plaining child. 



My mother ! 



Thou, who hast spent thy every little store, 

A beam of bliss into my heart to pour, 

And wept for anguish that thou couldst no more, 



My mother ! 



Thou, who hast spent thine utmost love in vain, 
Still urging ceaselessly thy prayer, thy pain, 
Rising each morn to live for me again, 



My mother ! 



The following is extracted from a letter of this period : — 



"Beloved Louisa, 

" I beseech yon, do not love me so much. Do not think 
so well of me. Let us cease to praise each other. Let us 
increase in loving one another with lowly love, and praise 
Him alone who deserves .all praise. Oh, that your heart 
may not be so cold towards Him as mine has been ! The 
longer I live the more I learn, that no love is true, pure, 
and eternal, but such as is sanctified by Him. When we 
turn away from our whole selves to Him, choosing His love 
only for our all in all, then He pours His own Spirit into 
ours, and our hearts flow out in unbounded affection. May 
this holy tie be the bond of our union ! May it be union 
in Christ, for no other is abiding. You say, dear, you need 
the intercession of the whole world. Do you, indeed, feel 
the weight of guilt, my beloved one ? Why, then, bear a 
burden that you may at once lay down at the feet of Jesus ? 
Why does my Louisa speak of needing the intercession of 
the whole world, when she knows that her Saviour is waiting 
to receive her with all her guilt, and without any interces- 
sion ! Yes, He is Himself interceding for her now." 



TO MISS M. 
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BIRTHDAY HYMN. 
Written for October 31, 1852. 



My soul, hast thou no song, no grateful lay, 

To crown with praise thy twenty -third birthday ? 

Surely of all, this loudest claims thy lyre, 

Awake my harp, lift up a song of fire ! 

Praise to Thee, O my Saviour ! burning praise. 

Thy love has crowned and kept me all my days. 

Thy love hast cast for me a gentle lot, 

On me the chill of poverty blows not — 

I hear the distant tempest round me swelling ; 

It comes not here, harms not my smiling dwelling, 

I hear of woes, but tears with me are rare ; 

Few bitters ; but ten thousand sweets I share. 

Ere I can ask, my wants are all supplied, 

And sweet soft luxuries are given beside. 

How doth my cup run over ! 'tis Thy hand, 

Saviour, which framed my lot, Thy goodness planned, 

Not in the Indian wild Thou gavest me birth, 

But in the happiest land of all the earth ; 

Not amid those who would have made me bend 

To pictures or false crosses without end ; 

Nor was I taught by those of Jewish line 

To spurn and execrate Thy love Divine ; 

Nor sent to them who, drowned in selfish bliss, 

Dream not, desire not, any world but this. 

But Thou didst place me, favoured happy child, 

Inpraying parents' arms, tenderly mild ; 

And every luxury within their power, 

And every comfort crowned each smiling hour. 

These my kind parents gave, the debt I owe 

To them can never be repaid I know. 

.Repay it — oh, how vain the weak endeavour ! 

I must remain their debtor— and for ever. 

And if so large a debt to them must be, 

O Saviour ! who can speak my debt to Thee / 

Inspire my languid praises as I write, 

And let the blessed work become delight. 
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Thou me didst guard from poverty and pain, 
Oh, did not pleasure o'er my childhood reign ! 
Thou only knowest — for the sum is vast — 
How many raptures through this heart have passed, 
From kindness streaming forth on every hand, 
These blessed my merry childhood's fairy land. 
But brighter joys Thou didst reserve than these, 
And sought to heal my soul of sin's disease, 
Sin spoiled my happiness, from Thee I strayed 
Heedless of Thee, who every bliss conveyed ; 
How often, and how gently didst Thou strive 
To turn me from my ways that I might live, 
'T was self alone I sought, but still Thy grace 
Pursued the wandering sheep from place to place. 
But oh, how great Thy mercy— when I read 
Thy righteous sentence hanging o'er my head ! 
Thou didst not leave me — leave me then to die 
'Neath the deserved curse — I could not fly. 
Oh, Love unparalleled ! oh ! Thou didst take 
My punishment, and bear it for my sake. 
Thou didst upon the Cross for me endure 
That curse I must have borne for evermore ; 
And buy for me, with blood from Thy own veins, 
Perfect deliverance from eternal pains. 
Oh, what has Jesus bought for such as I ! 
Pardon and endless life — we need not die. 
Thou unto me, O dying Lord ! hast given 
More than I wajit on earth, and opened heaven — 
Supply for every want, in every need, 
Abundant grace, and living bread to feed 
My soul, as often as it comes to find 
Thy hand still open, and Thy heart still kind. 
Thy wisdom ever ready to direct, 
Thy wing stretched out the feeble to protect, 
Thy Spirit near, to make my heart like Thine, 
And through the darkest hours of life to shine. 
What can I want beside ? Thy love would be 
Wealth, bliss, and everlasting life to me. 
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No birthday, although each was crowned with more 

Thousands of mercies than the one before — 

Not one has found me so in mercy's debt, 

Not one has seen me so much favoured yet. 

More of Thy love I view — a brighter ray 

Methinks I see, which drives despair away. 

I do not now quite disbelieve Thy love, 

No ! Thou art merciful, all praise above. 

Thou art so good, as great, and good to me ; 

Greater I need not wish Thy love to be. 

Only in all Thy will my spirit guide, 

Let me return Thy love — save me from pride. 

From all self-confidence my soul set free, 

And let my whole affections worship Thee. 

Meek to my parents may I henceforth prove ; 

Return a hundred-fold their generous love ; 

Let all their sorrows sanctified be blest, 

Let all their joys be centred in Thy breast ; 

And let our dwelling be the lowly shrine 

Of deepest human love, and love Divine. 
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AUTHORSHIP. 



" Sure something holy lodges in that breast, 
And with these raptures moves the vocal air, 
To testify its hidden residence." Milton. 

On the 16th of August, 1853, I received from Miss 
Tatham a letter containing the following sentence : — 
"Remembering the kind interest you took in my simple 
lays of old, I now venture to ask a great favour of you. I 
wish to send you several little pieces, if it will not give you 
too much trouble to read them, and then tell me what you 
think of them, and whether, by any means, they could be 
made fit to be printed. I will tell you more about it in my 
next." On replying to this I received the subjoined : — 



"My pieces will be forwarded to you next Monday, to 
await your kind and faithful examination and sentence ; — 
not to encroach on your sacred time, but humbly minister 
to your amusement in hours of relaxation. Accept my 
affectionate thanks for your letter, and the great kindness 
which it expresses. You have given me a proof of friend- 
ship which has delighted, but not surprised me. I know no 
one else to whom I could with such confidence and pleasure 
incur this debt of gratitude, and feel it not a burden. Since 
I last saw you, how many mercies have been bestowed upon 
me ! — My invaluable parents spared in all their strength of 
love to their unworthy child, our quiet dwelling sheltered 
and surrounded with blessings daily new, and our sanc- 
tuary illumined with truth and peace. 

" I do now feel more at home in the Class-room, and, I 
think, more hope and submission have descended into my 
once troubled, because rebellious, spirit. I thought — I felt 



TO THE REV. B. GREGORY. 



" August 26th, 1853. 
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almost sure — that you would not condemn these s outpour- 
ings ' as too selfish. Perhaps you will inquire what has led 
me to the important step I am now taking. I think it my 
Christian duty to have some special calling, or business. I 
would not forget my obligations to the most devoted of 
parents. I made an attempt, for rather more than two years, 
to educate three interesting children. I hardly dare pro- 
nounce the attempt anything but a failure. Wearied, and 
convinced of weakness, I gave it up ; but still embosomed in 
a most indulgent home, I feel I would not be utterly dependent 
on any love but that which is infinite. The question in my 
mind was, * What is my calling in this life V One I must 
have. The answer which rose most forcibly and sweetly 
within me was, * Poetry.' Oh, whether I have the gift or 
not, and I almost think I have, — (is this vanity f) — I cannot 
help loving poetry. I must make the trial. 



I found most of the pieces were those which she had 
composed and read to me six years before — all the larger 
ones, except "Tempest Songs." Though earnestly requested 
by her, I declined writing an introduction or informing 
the public of the extreme juvenility of the author (only 
sixteen and seventeen when the principal poems were 
written), lest I should bespeak for them an indulgence 
which they did not need. I wished them to be judged by 
their intrinsic merits, and had but slight misgiving as to 
their reception. Nor was I disappointed. In 1854, her 
volume appeared, and never, excepting Pollok, was young 
religious poet met with so warm and general a welcome. 
Besides the plausive notices in the journals, she received 
encouraging letters and visits from earnest Christians of 
almost all denominations — clergymen, members of the 
Society of Friends, &c. Her muse was no longer left to its 
own promptings, but solicitations poured in from various 
quarters, requiring the services of so devout and benign a 



Yours affectionately, 



" E. Tatham.' 
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spirit. Peace Society and Patriotic Fund alike sought the 
aid of her inspiring lyre. She became a constant contri- 
butor to the Servants* Magazine,* and the Christian 
Weekly News. Her pieces in the former are very remark- 
able for their simplicity and homeliness. They are striking 
proofs of her power of adapting her strain to her hearers. The 
plainness of her muse is evidently the result of painstaking. 

In November, 1854, she paid a short visit to a friend, from 
whose house she wrote the following letter : — 

"November 17th, 1854. 

" My very dear Father, and Mother, 

"Mr. came home in the afternoon, bringing your 

letter, my dear father, which he has given to me, and I 
showed him my own sweet one from you. After dinner we 
had some conversation about the second edition of the poems. 

Mr. appears to wish a sort of more earthly introduction 

to substitute the present dedication. He does not mean a 
prose preface, but a poetic kind of inscription or address to 
some friend, with an acknowledgment of the notices. I felt 
as if some strong worldly influence was working upon me, 
very subtilely, to make the book less purely religious, more to 
please men than God, and I was grieved (and even amid so 
much kindness there is not a little to give pain); and I 
think I was enabled to determine, that, by the grace of 
TTim t who created me for Himself, I will still dedicate the 
book to Him I wish to love best ; for He is, as you say, my 
best friend, and I would trust in His patronage and court 
His favour, above that of the world ; while I would endea- 
vour to estimate aright the friendship of earthly friends, 
still I cannot subordinate His claims to theirs, nor inscribe 
their names above His. Very gratefully and meekly would 

I appreciate the kindness of Mr. and Mrs. and others ; 

but this is my humble determination, to be Christ's poet, 
if I am to be any poet at all. He has too few to praise Him. 

* See Appendix. 
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I will, by His help, sing for Him alone, and He will take 
care I lose nothing by Him. It will be best in the end for 
my fellow-creatures, my beloved parents, and myself ; 
should I lose a few of the world's fading laurels by my 
resolve, or fail in acquiring its shining gold, or even bear a 
little of the dear * reproach of Christ.' He has a crown for 
His poet's brow, purer, brighter far than earth's proudest 
forehead ever bore ; He has treasures for me which shall 
endure when the earth and all the works of men are burned 
up ; and even if He had no crown of life, no palm to give 
me, still whose praise should I sing but His Who loved me 
with love no other heart can ever feel. Does not my own 
dear father's heart echo to my words ? But, ah ! how 

different the views, the feelings, the wishes of Mr. . 

There must be a struggle, if I am to keep the narrow path. 
The cross must be taken up, if I mean to obtain the crown. 

"I would never oppose a friend when I can conscien- 
tiously please ; but I feel there is a point where I must stop. 
I must look to eternity. Alas ! he looks to time. I am 
writing very freely, but it is to my own father and mother ; 
I may do so to them. I now return to the subject of 
Dedication or Introduction. I wish it to remain as it is, 
dedicated to Him who can help it and prosper it best. If 
He were offended, what would the world, the whole world 
do for me? Will not my dear fafher and mother agree 
with me ? 

" Good bye, beloved father and mother ; forget me not in 
your prayers. I need not have said this ; but pray for me 
more, and write soon, very soon, to 



" My dear Caroline, 
" Your very kind letter I found awaiting me last Wed- 



" Your affectionate daughter, 
"Emma." 



TO MISS CAROLINE FRY. 



"December 11th, 1854. 
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nesday on my return from 



■, where I had been for the 



last three weeks. It is so sweet and sympathizing of you, 
dear Caroline, to write to me thus, and express such affec- 
tionate sentiments concerning me and my little book. The 
second edition was published on the first day of this month, 
and I hope it may be prospered by His blessing, who alone 
can give true success, and whose smile is so far to be 
preferred to all the praises of men, and His displeasure to be 

dreaded more than all their frowns 

"Do you know Barnes Common, dear Cary? It is a 
pretty spot, with its short furze bushes, not far from the 

Thames, in Surrey The scenery around is very 

pleasant, being well wooded, and especially the walk 
between Richmond and Twickenham on the river banks, is 
very beautiful. Richmond Park, how fine a specimen of old 
English landscape, with its gentle slopes, opening prospects, 
picturesque mansions, browsing deer, and fine ancestral 
oaks. 

"While I was at Barnes Common I read Longfellow's 
' Evangeline.' He is a fine poet, but too much inclined to 
the outward form and rite, I think. 'The Arsenal at 
Springfield* is one of my favourites. At the same place 
also, I saw Gerald Massey's poems : they are fine, eloquent, 
sparkling ; but will not stand the Scripture test, I think. I 
would love no poetry but such as Clirist can smile on. Oh 
may I write no other. 

" Amidst a thousand bright objects, how the soul sighs 
for something brighter still, and longs for its Saviour's love. 
My danger is of being satisfied with earthly pleasures, and 
resting here, instead of there, where true joys are to be found. 

"Tell me, dear sister, do you feel like this — a tendency to 
forget the love of J esus, and take too much delight in present 
objects ? Write to me a long letter, and speak to me of 
Jesus, and help me to think more of Him. 

. . . "We saw some beautiful pictures yesterday. 
Are you fond of pictures ? I think you are. 
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* * • "The parting of Lord and Lady Kussell pleased us 
much. It was so simple, solemn, and tender. . . . 
" Dearest Caroline, 

"Your affectionate friend, 

" Emma Tatham." 



TO THE REV. B. GREGORY. 

" December 27th, 1854. 

" You can comprehend my wish to be less a popular than 
a religious poet. My desire is to write only Christian 
poetry — praise tp Christ, my Lord and Saviour, and to 
leave popular and general themes to those who can succeed 
in them far better than I. I would have Redemption for 
my song ; and though mine may not be the muse for the 
million, yet, if her voice may rise sweetly in the ear of 
J esus, and find an echo in His disciples' hearts, how high 
will be my honour ! 

"The notice in the Athenaeum has some useful lessons for 
me. You think it wears the ' semblance of a smile.' I can 
submit to the ' curling irons,' though they singe my * loose 

tresses.'* ' Peace and War,' was one which Mr. induced 

me to print. If you had seen it, perhaps I should have been 
spared that criticism. 

I received a letter from Mrs. Mary Milner, editor of the 
Christian Lady's Magazine, requesting me to send contribu- 
tions to it, and I thought I would. I was asked to write 
for the Patriotic Fund Journal : I sent two pieces. It is a 
paper whose'profits are entirely devoted to the Patriotic Fund ; 
but the war is so sad a subject, I do not feel as if I could 
write war-songs so well as lamentations. 

" I remain, my dear friend, 

" Ever affectionately yours, 
"Emma Tatham." 

" Please call me Emma again, not Miss Tatham." 

* An allusion to some remarks of mine, on the Athenaeum?* 
critique, in a letter to her. " Peace and War " was the only 
poem in the book which the Athenaeum objected to. 
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PRACTICAL PIETY. 



I cannot hide that some have striven, 
Achieving calm, to whom was given 
The joy that mixes earth with heaven.' 



Tennyson. 



In the autumn of 1853, immediately after Miss Tatham 
had resolved on publishing some of her poems, she and her 

friend Miss M agreed to search the Scriptures conjointly 

and continuously — both to read the same chapters in regular 
succession, and each to communicate to the other any new 
lesson in experimental and practical godliness learnt from 
the daily reading. The objects of their search were (to use 
Miss Tatham's own words) simply "Truths and Duties." 
They explored the pure depths of divine truth with the 
eagerness of a pearl-diver, and then turned every newly- 
discovered gem to immediate utility with the prompt 
shrewdness of a money-changer. These lettera also, to 
some extent, supply the absence of a diary. The minute 
incidents of every day are chronicled in playful French. 
All the little occupations and occurrences of each day, the 
slender but imperishable threads in the many-coloured woof 
of life, are marked with genial simplicity and conscientious 
precision : — household tasks, kitchen duties, steady and 
systematic mental culture, drawing for charitable purposes 
or to please friends, reading to father or mother, collecting 
for Bible Society or other Christian institutions, visiting 
the sick, the poor, and the children of her Sabbath class, 
attending the public or social services of religion, teaching 
in the Ragged School, distribution of tracts, &c, interspersed 
with beautiful sentiments — the spontaneous efflorescence of 
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a rich virgin soil. As she habitually rose between five and 
six o'clock, and was most parsimonious of time, she crowded 
a great deal of work into a single day. The whole forms a 
most pleasing and satisfactory picture of a clear and calm- 
flowing Christian course, which makes glad the secluded 
scenery through which it winds, saluting the pebbles as it 
passes with caressing chuckle ; with many a queenly water- 
lily trembling to its onward-bearing ripples, with dewy 
verdure upon its banks, and with manifold, intense, and 
joyous life both within and upon its placid bosom. She 
had clearly reached the last stage in her own exquisite 
allegory : — 

I became 

A date-tree in the desert, to pour out 
My life in dumb benevolence, and full 
Obedience to each wind of heaven that blew. 

I gave my fruit 
To strengthen the faint stranger, and I sang 
Soft echoes to the winds, living in nought 
For self, but in all things for others 1 good. 

Almost the entire Bible was read and written on during 
the two years from the autumn of 1853 to that of 1855, 
the date of her death. It presents a rare instance of 
intelligent, assiduous, and single-hearted spiritual self- 
culture. She gives many happy touches of exposition, of 
which I shall copy a few — not only as affording a fair 
revelation of her mind and heart, but because they embody 
precious thoughts in pure and well-chosen words, showing 
what ideas of God and religion are derived directly from 
the Scriptures by a strong, simple, and intensely earnest 
young mind. 

But, first, I must give part of the letter which commences 
the New Series : — 

" September I9tii, 1853. 

" My dear Sister, 

"May our covenant be pleasing in the eyes of our 



Digitized by 



EMMA TATHAM. 



79 



Saviour ! Let us begin this new period of our friendship 
with prayer, dedicating all our love and all our life to Him. 
0 Saviour, be to us teacher and bosom friend ! In all our 
communion be Thou ever present. Let our hearts burn 
within us while Thou talkest with us and openest to us the 
Scriptures. 

" I have not sufficiently studied the Bible with this 
thought : — I read to discover the truth, and to obey it— to 
find out my duty fresh from every verse. I would henceforth 
feel more, ' This is the Lorfis voice ! what does He say to me 
here ?' I will try to write thee one thought at least, or tell 
thee one text every day, except Sunday, for that holy day is 
generally filled up with me as much as, or more than, other 
days, though of course in a different manner." 

" Nicodemus, one of the seventy, was totally ignorant of 
Christ's first lesson, therefore we should never rest in any 
human teaching, but test all by Scripture, asking Christ to 
teach us." 

" How favoured was Moses, twice forty days to be hidden 
in the presence of Infinite glory, till he himself became so 
imbued as to be also irradiate with the transfiguring bright- 
ness! 0 for such glory-imparting communion with the Holy 
One ! It is in secret that the most clear and heart-filling 
revelations are usually bestowed." 

" How ungrateful the Israelites', discontent with the 'angels' 
food ! ' Ingratitude and discontent take out the sweetness 
from the cup of our enjoyments — that sweetness which the 
hand of love infused, and only the lip of gratitude can 
taste." 

" This morning read how meek Moses sinned and lost his 
prospect of entering the earthly Canaan. In one moment 
of temptation, what long years of sorrow we may procure ! 
What happiness we may lose by a single sin ! — perhaps that 
very sin from which we think ourselves least in danger, and 
are, therefore, least guarded against." 
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"Deut. xxx. 6. — What distinct utterances from that 
heart which, speaking in long-after ages from the lips of 
Jesus, says — ' Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all 
thy heart.' This whole-heart-love is the one true religion. 
Let us present our poor (but not partial) offering — our hearts, 
our trust, our love, our life." 

"Bead this morning of the taking of Jericho. Thus 
must the Christian overcome his spiritual foes "by obedient 



On the punishment of David's sin she says:— "It is 
our happiness that God is perfect in holiness and truth, as 
well as compassion. The Father cannot allow sin in His 
children." Of Solomon's fall she says: — "The highest 
human wisdom left to itself is folly— a stream cut off from 
its spring." 

" Elijah was like a flash of lightning on the darkness of 
idolatry ; Elisha a steady star. i Terrible' in righteousness 
were two of their miracles, but beautiful and benignant 
most of their mighty works — ' Women received their dead 
raised to life again,' the hungry and thirsty were relieved, 
the idols abased, the Lord exalted." 

"Psalm iv. 6, 7.—" Lord, lift Thou up the light of Thy 
countenance upon us. Thou hast put gladness in my 
heart, more than in the time that their corn and wine in- 
creased.'— Keligion is reconciliation ; Religion is happiness. 
What happiness, to look up and see a Father's smile, and 
encouraged by that smile, return it — every excessive desire 
for earthly good absorbed in the pure longing to be of one 
mind with God ! Religion is enjoyment. Prayer, repent- 
ance, faith, are but means to its attainment." 

"Dec. 1, 1853. — I have read in Jeremiah of the base 
obstinacy of the favoured people, so earnestly entreated, 
' Oh, do not this abominable thing which I hate ! ' When 
we are tempted, let us think on this prayer of Love I n 
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"Lamentations ii. 12, 19. — ' Their soul was poured out 
into their mother's bosom.' 'Pour out thine heart like 
water before the face of the Lord.' This is prayer. 1 * 

"Hosea xi. 3. — 'I taught Ephraim also to go, taking them 
by their arms.' Our utter dependence on an invisible 
Friend, and too often unregarded Benefactor ! The conde- 
scending tenderness of that neglected Goodness ! " 

" Read of the ingratitude of the Jews. I cannot say that 
I am less vile than they. How often has this heart forsaken 
the Fountain of living waters ! " 

" Yesterday read of the rebellion of Israel — so like my 
own. How * horrible ' a thing it is to forsake Him ! " 

" We ought to receive the threatenings and terrible de- 
nunciations with the same submissive sympathy and affec- 
tionate acquiescence as His tender words in the Gospel, 
though they do not give us that joy which the promises 
ought to create." 

" We cannot hide ourselves from God, but we may hide 
ourselves in Him." 

"I think, in the beginning of Amos we may remark, 
that, in general, the charge brought against Gentile nations 
is the violation of the law of love to our neighbour ; while 
against His own more privileged people the just God brings 
the more fearful accusation of ungodliness, disregarding His 
law. Let us remember this." 

" The 2nd of Jonah may teach us that no depth, either of 
sin or suffering, should silence the cry of the penitent, or 
can possibly shut out that cry from the ear of Mercy. 
Wherever we may be cast, whatever may be our sense of 
guilt — if our conscience even say, ' I am cast out of Thy 
sight,' — let us say, ( yeV— oh, the beauty of that 'yet!' it 
is the cry of a child, the voice of faith— yet 'will I look 
again towards Thy Holy Temple,' — towards Jesus, the true 
Temple, Altar, and Atonement." 
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" Matthew xix. — ' If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell all 
thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shait have treasure 
in heaven ; and come and follow Me.' — Does it not seem 
that it would have been easy and delightful to obey — as if 
we should have obeyed at once ; while, perhaps when some 
little cross is to be taken up, we too go away sorrowful ? 
Had he obeyed, what joy would have swelled in his heart ! 
We may behold the dread power of the human will — our 
solemn freedom in the choice of life or death. Christ loved 
the young man, but He left his will free. He allowed him 
his own choice. So He deals with us, with all. He says, 
' I have set before thee life and death ! Choose life ! ' And 
He adds the eloquence of tears and blood and dying tertder- 
ness ; and now we must accept or reject. Are we ever so 
happy as when coming struggling to Him ? " 

" John vi. 28 — 35.— Man can hardly believe the generosity 
of God. He thinks he must do something to merit eternal 
life. It was reasonable that the high claims of Christ 
should be supported by miracles, and that the human mind 
should ask for sufficient evidence before yielding faith ; but 
had not Christ just given them a sign, a miracle sufficient, 
in isolated power, to convince the heart ? But men are not 
satisfied with sufficient evidence : they want such as will 
please the senses. Christ showed them He had better bread 
to give them than the manna. That did not indeed descend 
from heaven, but the true bread did, and could not only 
sustain life, but impart it — life eternal. They, seeing some 
good to be realized presented to their mind, though not 
yet comprehending it, naturally (as the woman of Samaria 
said : ' Give me this water,') say : ' Evermore give us this 
bread.' Now our Lord concentrates their attention on His 
own person : — ' 1 am the bread of life ' — the Father's present 
gift. He is giving it. It is free as the air to all mankind, 
but only he who ' cometh ' — ' believeth ' — doth indeed eat 
and live for ever. The provision is made for all ; but som 
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do not, because they will not enjoy it. He becomes as truly 
incorporate with the believing soul, as the bread taken into 
the body becomes part of it." 

"Ephesians. — 'Grieve not the Holy Spirit.' Does not 
this grief speak of love? A master we offend. It is a 
father, a friend we grieve ; and what heart would grieve 



"I did not quite understand Colossians i. 20. — What 
those things in heaven could be that needed reconciling ; 
but afterwards I thought, possibly it might mean that by 
the all-sufficient sacrifice of our Saviour, all the pure un- 
fallen inhabitants of heaven might be reconciled to that 
infinite mercy which pardons penitent sinners. I mean 
their sense of justice, and holy hatred to sin, and righteous 
jealousy for the law of God, must all be satisfied with the 
sufferings and death of Christ, and willing that we should 
be received, on that ground, to equal favour with them- 
selves who never sinned." 

" ' Children obey your parents in all things ; for this is 
well pleasing unto the Lord/ I think this does not mean 
only little children ; for so long as our parents are spared to 
us, we are their children, and this sweet command binds us, 
as a chain of gold, and we would never break it. May we 
have the spirit of the Holy Child, who was subject to His 
parents. I own I have ever been sadly deficient in this 
beautiful duty. I know I am far from being so humbly 
reverent, so religiously submissive, so perfectly affectionate, 
as I ought to be. But it is not too late to begin anew. Of 
myself I cannot. There is One ready to give His Spirit to 
the worst. Natural fondness is not capable of rendering 
that exalted duteousness, that spiritual ministration, which 
we ought to give. We need Divine love, Christ-love, to 
make us holy daughters." 

" Colossians iv.— I think there is not sufficient thought 
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given to servants. A pious servant is a blessing to a whole 
family. Our Mary meets in the same Class with me, yet is 
ever respectful to me." 

" 1 Thessalonians i. 3. — ' Work of faith, and labour of 
love, and patience of hope.' Faith works, actively operates 
in every power of soul and body, like the seed springing and 
breaking through the dark earth. Love labours, thinks no 
task too mean, no toil too hard, for the Master she adores 
with such self-renunciation. Hope waits, like an eager dove 
held in the soft hand of Patience, till the Lord calls her to 
His bosom — there will she die in rapture." 

"Ver. 9, 10. — 'Idols' of one kind br other are often 
springing up in my heart. Some favourite employment 
some beloved friend ; something, perhaps innocent in itself, 
rises in my affection to the place of God. I have found of 
all my idols self the most abiding, the most deceitful, ever 
present, ever strong. Nothing but a view of the Saviour's 
love can dethrone the base idol, — simple faith in 'Jesus 
which delivered us from the wrath to come.' " 

"'Pray without ceasing. 1 Our souls should ever have 
the aptitude for prayer — as a bird, though not always on 
the wing, is constantly ready for flight when danger or desire 
arises." 

" 1 Peter. — There is, I think, peculiar beauty in the first 
Epistle of Peter— such a spirit of love, so much tenderness, 
and rejoicing hope of heaven. Chap. i. 13. — The girding 
up of the loins denotes freedom from all that would entangle 
us in heavenly progress, gathering up our affections from 
earthly objects. If we let loose our affections on earth we 
shall be polluted. Also determination, concentration of 
thought, and energy of purpose, a simple devotion to one 
all-worthy object. To ' be sober 1 is to look upon things in 
their true value, to estimate aright the claims of eternity 
and time, to preserve a just sense of eternal things in the 
midst of earthly excitement. Ver. 14 to 17. — Life should 
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be an earnest effort after constant communion with the 
Father, and perfect conformity to the image of Christ. 
That image is stamped on every new-born soul, but it is the 
life-work to develop its features in all we do and think and 
feel. Ver. 22.—* Seeing ye have purified your souls.' The 
doctrine of human responsibility and effort is always united 
with that of Divine sovereignty and grace." 

"In Timothy I read last evening, 'Let them learn to 
show piety at home and to requite their parents.' — A 
woman's work is with children, strangers, and afflicted 
saints." 

" Hebrews viii. 10. — ' I will put my laws into their mind 
and write them in their hearts.' — 0 to feel His laws glowing 
in our deepest love, and becoming our very nature and life, 
as the heart sends its vital influence throughout the whole 



"1 Peter v. 5.—-' Be clothed with humility.' Though 
pride is the over-valuing ourselves, yet humility is not the 
under-valuing ourselves ; but as Pride is the child of Ignor- 
ance, so is Humility the fair daughter of Truth, showing 
us what we really are, teaching us our dependence on our 
Creator and on our fellow-creatures, and especially our utter 
insufficiency and unrighteousness. This heavenly virtue, 
which was Christ's daily robe on earth, becomes us as well as 
it became Him, and is to be worn over every grace." 

January 1st, 1853. — "Last night, being the 31st of De- 
cember, a ' watch-night ' was kept in the Wesleyan chapel. 
You would like the Methodist ' watch-nights.' It began at 
ten, by singing, prayer, and reading. An appropriate 
address was then delivered ; singing, prayer, preaching, &c, 
followed, till within a few minutes of twelve ; then all are 
expected to kneel, in silent worship, till the midnight stroke 
is heard : solemn and thrilling is the swift, slight sound, — 
and when the first few moments of the new-born year are 
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past, the minister speaks again, and then the congregation 
rises and breaks forth into the glorious New Year Hymn — 
* Come let us anew our journey pursue/ The tune is beau- 
tiful, and the whole effect (at least in my mind) is very 
impressive and exciting. The service concludes with prayer ; 
and then happy faces seem to look a * happy new year * to 
every one, and they go home to sleep." * 

* " Mr. Arnold chooses Emma Tatham as the English repre- 
sentative of Eugenie de Guerin. 'Miss Tatham,' he considers, 
'had not, certainly, Mademoiselle de Gue"rin's talents/ He 
would be a bold man who would challenge any critical judgment 
of Mr. Arnold's, but we cannot help thinking that, if he had 
seen the whole of Miss Tatham'e works, and not merely the few 
poems printed at the end of the Memoir, he would have modified 
his decision. Still, Mr. Arnold allows that the English lady 
' had a sincere vein of poetic feeling, and genuine aptitude for 
composition.' ' Both were fervent Christians ; and, ao far, the 
two lives have a real resemblance.' The comparison might be 
carried much further: in their 'inherent quality,' Eugenie de 
Guerin and Emma Tatham were remarkably alike. In both 
there was the same deep-seated, all-pervading, intense piety ; 
the same tendency to religious melancholy, the same joyous 
appreciation of the beauty which God has spread over all His 
works, the same enthusiastic love for children. To both, poetry 
was the natural outlet for the workings of the mind and the 
emotions of the heart. Certainly, Miss Tatham lacked Made- 
moiselle de Guerin's acute, clear, logical intellect, and perhaps 
her exuberant fancy ; but she had an intensity of poetic power, 
and a majesty of conception of which the French lady gives no 
indication. It must be remembered, also, that Emma Tatham 
died at an age at which Eugenie de Guerin had not written one 
line that has been given to the world. To return, however, to 
the more important point of their respective religions, and Mr. 
Arnold's estimate of their respective merits: — 'Between the 
external form and fashion of these two lives, between the 
Catholic Mademoiselle de Guerin's nadalet at the Languedoc 
Christmas, her chapel of moss at Easter time, her daily reading 
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" Could I choose bliss for thee, and impart it, rich should 
it be ; health for thyself and for thy beloved ones ; sweet 
earthly joys, home-delights, and those blessings which are 
spoken of in Eph. i. 3 — 7, and Eph. iii. 16—19. But if so 
erring and unworthy a creature would bless thee, how much 
more and how much more wisely, is thy heavenly Friend 
desiring to fill thy heart with all that His love and wisdom 
can bestow. Love points out all the treasures ; wisdom 
chooses the needed ones. 

May many blessings rest on you for your sweet and holy 
thoughtfulness in sending such a beautiful present for my 

of the life of a saint, carrying her to the most diverse times, 
places, and peoples, her quoting, when she wants to fix her mind 
upon the stanchness which the religious aspirant needs, the 
words of Saint Macedonius to a hunter whom he met on the 
mountains : ' I pursue after God as you pursue after game ; * . . . 
between all this, and the bare, blank, narrowly English setting 
of Miss Tatham's Protestantism, her * union in church fellow- 
ship with the worshippers at Hawley-square Chapel, Margate,' 
her ' singing, with a soft, sweet voice, the animating lines, — 



her 'young female teachers belonging to the Sunday-school, 
and her Mr. Thomas Howe, a venerable class-leader ; what a 
dissimilarity ! ' We admit that Eugenie's life forms the prettier 
picture ; we admit that there is not much of the aesthetics of 
Christianity to be found in Methodism, though that element has 
gained considerably since Emma Tatham's time. But the con- 
trast between Eugenie de Guerin's snow-wreath that melted in 
her hand, sparkling in the artificial light of flickering torches, 
and the bright, boundless, everlasting sun-light upon earth and 
sea in which Emma Tatham revelled, is symbolical of the 
difference between the two systems. Moonlight is more pic- 
turesque than mid-day. But, on the other hand, Eugenie de 
Guerin's religion was unsatisfying, while Emma Tatham's 



My Jesus to know, and to feel His blood flow, 
'Tis life everlasting, ' t is heaven below ; 1 
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poor little lambs ; you have helped to feed them, and the 
Shepherd will reward you. Ah ! how they wander from His 
fold! and how diligent and long-suffering is He in seeking 
His lost ones ! Has He not long, very long, followed you 
and me with a thousand tender mercies, beseeching us to 
return to Him. I would with unspeakable praise bless the 
True Vine, that He has so graciously and powerfully at- 
tracted me to Himself, and sought to unite and graft me 
into Him. 0 that now I may wholly turn from my wretched 
self to Him, and my all in all ! so, living on Him alone, 
surely I shall, by the ' fruit of the Spirit,' glorify Him 

brought with it peace. Till the day of her death, the Catholic 
lady was the victim of a * certain ennui ; ' she went mourning 
all her days ; never quite happy, often gloomy and dispirited. 
The Protestant, too, dwelt for a time in ' darkness and the 
deeps,' but she passed through them to * the country of Beulah.' 
Again, Emma Tatham was equally desirious with Eugenie de 
Guerin that all she had should be devoted to Christ ; but who 
does not feel that she who prayed — 



Oh Thou whose poety and love in one, 

Walk forth where'er Thou art, and hand in hand 

Encircle heaven and earth, Thou above praise 

Exalted infinitely ! 0 great God ! 

Hear me, and make me a pure golden harp 

For Thy soft finger. Might I be Thy bird, 

Hidden from all, singing to Thee alone, — 



whilst as a devout, was more wise, than she who refused to sing, 
though God Himself had taught her how ? 

" A very remarkable article appeared in the ' Saturday Re- 
view,' immediately after the appearance of Mr. Arnold's paper 
in the * CornhiU,' defending Emma Tatham from the fastidious 
strictures of her critic, and, on broad utilitarian principles, 
demonstrating the serviceableness to society of such characters 
as the author of 'The Dream of Pythagoras."' — Wesleyan 
Sixpenny Magazine, September, 1870. 
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evermore. ' The exceeding great and precious promises/ — 
they are our wealth, our heritage. He has promised our 
heart's desire, that we shall love Him as He would, with 
all our hearts. It is even His command ! — oh ! most sweet 
and beloved commandment ! — and what shall keep us from 
His love ? Our brother Saviour has opened the gates of 
heaven. He gave Himself ; what will He withhold ! What 
do we want but Him? Could we not live with Him 
alone if the whole world were gone ? Can we not now, 
with pure rapture, forsake all for Him f 
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CHAPTER IX. 



DEATH. 



" Thou hearest what we cannot hear, 

Thou kuowest what we could not know, 
And dost in glorious thought uprear 
Thy spiritual brow. 

" And yet / knew the soul whose eyes 
Shall never close their flaming orbs 
On thrones and lustrous mysteries, 

Whose life — the life of heaven absorbs." 

Jakes Smetham. 

In January, 1855, Miss Tatham wrote her noble elegy on 
Dr. Beaumont ; in April that on the " Death of the Czar," 
which closes with this beautiful picture : 

Triumphant truth all bonds but love's shall shiver ; 

No widows then shall wail, no warriors bleed ; 
But by the sunny banks of life's full river 

The millions of His flock the Lamb shall feed. 

In May, she wrote, "Give us this day our daily Bread;" and 
" Hymn to the Redeemer ; " in the beginning of J une the 
piece on " Woman." About the middle of June she received 
an invitation from Mrs. Westbrook, wife of the Rev. J. C. 
Westbrook, to visit them at Redbourne, Herts. 

Young poets go from home to die. It is not given to 
them 



Kirke White sleeps, not beside his beloved Trent, but near 
the banks of classic Cam. Pollok left his native Clyde to 



Amongst familiar names to rest, 
And in the places of their youth. 1 
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repose by the more tranquil flow of the Southampton Water. 
Italian flowers cover the grave of Keats. Byron died in 
Greece, though his dust was brought to its ancestral sepulchre. 
And Emma Tatham was not to spend her last weeks in the 
neighbourhood of her beloved ocean, nor be laid "within the 
hearing of the wave." She was to sleep amidst the stillness 
of that rural scenery which she loved so much, but of which 
she had seen so little. 

On the 22d of June, accompanied by her mother, she 
went to Redbourne. Redbourne is one of the sweetest of 
the many sweet Hertfordshire villages. It is not without 
a sacred association, being the scene of the martyrdom of 
Amphibelus. It has the advantage of a large and beautiful 
tract of public ground, which, but that it is unenclosed, 
may well claim its popular designation, " the park." A 
noble elm-avenue stretches across its velvet turf for some 
three-quarters of a mile. The village is four miles from 
St. Alban's, the walk to which is very delightful ; the 
landscape being beautifully undulated and wooded, and 
enlivened by the glancing waters of the rivulet Ver, which 
seems to bind the village to the town with a loosely-flowing 
silver thread. About a mile from Redbourne, skirting the 
St. Alban's Road, stands another majestic avenue of wych- 
elms, and, in front, the verdant knoll, on which stretches the 
long, grey, sombre pile of the venerable abbey. On another 
side of Redbourne, lies Rothampstead park, which connects it 
with the pleasant neighbour-village, Harpenden. She who 
had passed all her life in town, came to this little leafy 
quietude to die. Here, then, Emma spent the last ten weeks 
of her short life, attended by Christian friends. She passed 
the cheerful Sabbath of her time, in trying to do good amongst 
the children and older cottagers, in communion with nature, 
in reading and writing beneath the shadow of the elms, and 
in fellowship with God. 

Of her visits to the villagers, Mrs. W. says: — "It was 
delightful to visit our cottagers with her. She seemed at 
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home with the poor, and made them feel so too. How fully 
does she enter into their peculiar trials, and how wisely does 
she counsel ! The spirit of her own sweet lines was impressed 
on every feature." — 

T is blessed to receive from God, the bounding pulse of health, 
To banquet on the breeze and beam, and all creation's wealth ; 
But sweeter still, with pity's sigh, to fan the brow of fire, 
And soothe the feverish bosom's throbs, when earthly hopes 



One interesting incident of these last days was her visit to 
a Dissenting minister, at Harpenden, who was suffering from 
imperfect vision, and his excellent wife afflicted with total 
blindness. She describes her visit in some sweet lines 
written the next day, of which these form part : — 

How softly on her broider'd bed, slumbers the babe July ! 

Amid her rich green canopy I heard her breathings float, 
And o'er her head up-launch'd the lark, joy's little fairy boat ; 
Rothampstead's leafy lovelinesses, clapp'd their hands to hear, 
And sweet across the heaps of hay the cuckoo's call came clear. 

But ah ! a richer, fairer rose, a plant of living green, 
A sound of music more intense, a blue heaven more serene ; 
A flower, a jewel, not the growth of grotto, grove, or glen, 
'Twas given to me to find in thee, beautiful Harpenden. 

O ! still, in memory's picturings, one soft, sad form I view, 
Like Luna, in her passing veil, mild radiance breaking through, 
Still shines the sun on that fair orb, though dim to earth awhile, 
More lovely than her cloudless light, is that dear, darkened smile. 

And when no more the lovely lanes of Redbourne bloom for me, 

And when again I wander by the deep and distant sea, 

Ah ! let thy prayer pursue me there — sigh that dear blessing 



And this poor heart shall turn to thee, and hallowed Harpenden. 



expire. 



then, 
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In reply to some friendly lines from the afflicted pastor, 
she penned some verses on " Christian Friendship." I give 
the two last : — 

Oh ! blessed be that boundless love, whence all our joy-streams 
flow, 

For this rejoicing river in a wilderness of woe ! 
Heaven's lilies on its even breast, Hope's roses on its brink, 
Here rest the lambs, and here, of old, the shepherd stooped to 
drink. 

Yes, Bethany beheld Him oft from Olivet descend 
To taste that joy so pure and -soft, the sweetness of a friend ; 
And friendship's dove doth dearest love in those meek hearts to 
nest, 

Which dwell with Mary at His feet, or John upon His breast. 

Thus peacefully did the last weeks of her short life flow 
onward to the everlasting Sabbath, diversified with quiet 
changes, such as a "waggon trip to a religious anniversary at 
Wheathamstead, five miles off a "rural tea-taking in an 
orchard," followed by a discourse from one who has since 
triumphed over death* in one of its most ghastly forms, — the 
Rev. J. Watson, Theological Professor, Hackney College, whose 
death, by a blow from the pole of a cab, has so recently 
excited public sympathy. Miss Tatham derived much 
comfort from his sermon — from the text — " He knoweth the 
way that I take : when He hath tried me, I shall come forth 
as gold." The happiness of these closing days was in- 
dicated by the activity of her genius and the cheerfulness 
of her letters. Besides the pieces already mentioned, she 
wrote at Redbourne, "The Sabbath," "Mary's Birthday," 
" To a Friend Afflicted with Blindness," (the lady mentioned 
above,) &c. On finishing one of her pieces, she rejoiced in 
the pleasure she hoped her father would experience from the 
perusal, — " For he knows that when I am well and happy I 
write most." The following letter to her father is, however, 
of a less joyous tone : — 
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" Redbourne, J uly \Oth. 



" My dear Father, 

" I thank you for your very kind and welcome letter ; 
and you will find, by what I have written to dear mother, 
I am still encompassed with tender mercies and loving- 
kindness. A thankful heart is what I need, — and a heart, 
as my dear father says, full of the Lord's own purity, for 
mine is full of sin. 0 how happy could I be, if it were not 
for this evil heart ! I have no other complaint to make but 
this. Ah ! my dear father, it is indeed a * grand estate ' to 
be ' happy for ever and ever ; 1 but the ' darkness and sinful 
unbelief ' of which you complain, and my sins, do so weigh 
upon me sometimes, that I doubt and fear ; yet I hope. 
Yes, dear father, I would say with you, * I will flee to 
Christ — sink or swim ; and if I perish, let me perish at His 
feet? — but who can perish there ? 0 that I could keep close 
to Him. It is in truth all death and darkness separate from 
Him. 



On the 16th of July she wrote " Moses on Pisgah." 



Oh that I might go over — might but tread, 
One moment that fair land, whose sacred soil 
The feet of Abraham and Isaac trod ! 
Could I but die on Jordan's other bank ! 
I see ! I see ! the glorious vision spreads 
And bursts upon me ! from this shining stream 
To the Great Sea, and from the desert sands 
To Hermon's line of snow. O Promised Land ! 
I see thy rich, resplendent loveliness, — 
Those honey-streams these lips must never taste, 



" Your 



" Emma." 



MOSES ON PISGAH. 
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Those olive groves these feet may never walk, 

Those cedars whose soft shade — but, peace, my heart ! — 

There soon shall Israel's thousands lay them down, 

As sheep beneath the rocks ; Jehovah's tribes 

Those sunny fields shall whiten, they shall drink 

Yon streams of sweetest wave. It is enough ; 

I die, but Israel lives. What ask I more ? 

But where ? — is mine eye dazzled ? — do I dream ? 

This is not Canaan ! lo ! on angel's wings 

I float away from Pisgah ; lo ! the land 

Of milk and honey from my gaze dissolves 

Into a sea of glory. Oh, I see 

My own, my heavenly Canaan ! and my soul 

Flies over Jordan's wave on rapture's wing. 

Redbourne, July 16th, 1855. 

The period fixed for Emma's sojourn at Redbourne was 
approaching. The time of her departure, as her friends 
supposed, to her earthly home, was " at hand." She had 
entered with great animation into the solemnities and 
sacred festivities connected with Mr. Westbrook's ordin- 
ation. A few days afterwards, she suddenly manifested 
symptoms which often prove the signs of coming death. 
Medical aid was speedily procured, and first her mother, and 
then, in a day or two, her father was sent for. By the time 
of the latter^ arrival all alarming indications had dis- 
appeared. All this time, she suffered severe pain with 
perfect patience ; and heart-searching suspense, with Christian 
composure. On the 20th of August she was able to come 
down stairs, "and so decided was her improvement that 
her father felt at liberty to return home." Her parting 
words to him were : — "Dear father, Jesus is our life." On 
Wednesday, the 29th, towards evening, as Mr. W. passed 
her room, she made signs for him to enter, and requested he 
would bring pencil and paper to take down some thoughts 
which had occurred to her. The harvest moon shone forth in 
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all its glory full upon the chamber-window of the invalid. 
She dictated to him the lines "Praise for the Harvest," 
which afterwards appeared in several periodicals. About 
midnight of the 31st, her cough became more distressing and 
alarming. On receiving some attention from a member of 
the family, who had been awoke by her coughing, she said, 
" I was just in heaven, and am so sorry to come back again." 
Mr. W. says, " As I was dressing in the morning (September 
1st) I heard rather loud talking. On opening my bed-room 
door, I found, to my great surprise, it was Emma's voice. 
On looking into her room, I found her sitting up in bed, her 
countenance radiant with more than earthly joy. ' Tell my 
dear father,' she was saying, in a loud clear voice, ' that no 
death-bed could be happier than mine ; and tell him that it 
is all glory, glory, glory.' Then seeing me, she said, 'Jesus 
has been with me in the night and smiled on me ; I shall 
soon be with Him. I have not one fear of death.' She said, 
* Dear Mr. W., meet me in glory, and bring as many sheaves 
with you as you can. Tell dear Mr. Leask* to preach Jesus 
with all his powers.' After awhile she requested that her 
friends should be bidden to her bedside. She said, ' Please 
fetch all you can, all I know, that they may see how happy 
I am.' Several young female teachers of the Sabbath-school 
and a few neighbours were called in. ' She gave an affection- 
ate parting kiss to all ; ' and to each a sentence or two of 
earnest exhortation. She then addressed them all with great 
warmth : — 1 Love J esus ! Love Him with all your heart and 
strength. I love Him very much. He loves me ; He mil 
love me to the end.' Here a strong paroxysm enforced a 
few moments pause. On recovering breath she said : * A little 
pain, only a little : He will help me to bear it. Oh, love 
Jesus, all of you : tell all I know to love Him with all their 
hearts.' Then, with great power, she added: — 'There is 

• Editor of the Christian Weekly News, a great friend of the 
poetess. 
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nothing so hateful as sin. Oh ! hate sin. 1 " She tenderly 
rebuked the weeping of her friends ; " Do not weep ! See 
how happy I am. I cannot help telling you. Blessed Jesus ! 
He is with me. He is here. Tell my dear father, 

' Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillars are, 
Whilst on His breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there. * " 

And, as if luxuriating in exquisite repose, she whispered 
again and again, — 

u And breathe my life out sweetly there" 

Thei-, in stronger tone, " ' Though I walk through the valley 
of the shadow of death— " Mr. W. finished the quotation, — 
"I will fear no evil : for Thou art with me ; Thy rod and Thy 
staff they comfort me." She rejoined, " The valley is not 
dark. Jesus is with me. This is the* happiest time of my 
life. Is this dying ? Death has no sting for me ! Christ 
has taken it away. Glorious! glorious! glorious! Come, 
Lord Jesus, come quickly! I think I shall die without 
much pain ; but, if not, His will be done. I have not 
a single fear ; it is all joy." Then, as her features seemed to 
reflect, and her eye flash back again, the radiance of some 
spiritual presence, unseen by all but her, she shouted, 
" Glory ! glory ! glory ! He is coming ! I shall soon be 
with Him. I am so happy that I cannot help singing. Tell 
my dear father, death was so sweet. Tell him Jesus was 
with me all through. Tell him, I soon shall be singing 
sweeter poetry. Tell him Christ is my Life. Because He 
died I shall live — live for ever with Him. I shall see my 
dear aunt and my sweet sister Charlotte. I shall soon drink 
the sweet waters of life, for which I have so longed, and 
which I once feared I should never taste. I prayed Jesus to 
give me the Holy Spirit, and it was wrong to doubt. None 
of you need fear to ask Him for the Holy Spirit ; He will give 

H 



Digitized by 



98 



MEMOIR OF 



with more delight than the most affectionate father or 
mother." She then charged her mother with several mes- 
sages to distant friends. Of one, to whom she confided her 
unpublished poems, she said — " Tell him all must be to the 
praise of Jesus. Everything must be as clear as sunlight, 
and as white as snow, or it will not do for God. Not one 
line of mine that is not to the praise of Jesus and in harmony 
with His pure truth must ever be printed/' Reviving from 
some fierce throes of dissolution she administered to her 
friends that consolation which they had yearned to impart 
to her : — " Everything you saw dark was the valley ; every- 
thing you saw strange was temptation. I could scarcely tell 
where I was. You will, all of you, have to pass through it. 
But faith in Jesus gives the victory. A little darkness ; but 
soon all will be light, — all will be brightness for ever. 
These pains come when the shadow of death is passing before 
me ; but by faith I shall conquer all. Tell my dear father 
(for he will not deny my last request), if he loves me he will 
not let one word of mine be printed which is not as pure, and 
holy, and true as human frailty could write, with the aid of 
the Holy Spirit." Then came a long interval of still suffer- 
ing, "dimness of anguish," which ended in throbs of 
vehement agony. When this subsided, she again broke the 
sad silence in tones which her friends had feared never to 
hear again : — " The pain is gone. I have no fear. Jesus is 
with me. I shall soon be in heaven. Jesus, my Saviour ! I 
cast myself altogether on Thy mercy. Let me triumph by 
faith in Thee. Do Thou receive me." 

Thus passed this day. That little room, that hard-heaving 
bosom, were the battle field between two mighty powers — 
Faith and Death. Faith was the stronger. Faith yielded, 
for a while, that frail form to Death, and bore the exulting 
soul to heaven. But not just yet. She was to spend another 
Sabbath on earth. After a night of restlessness, which sank 
at last into calm sleep, she awoke and greeted the Sabbath 
morning with a cheery song of praise to Christ, reminding 
those around of her lines " To Music :— w 
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Ah ! meet me at the portal of the grave, 
Come with the echoes of my sister's lyre ; 

And teach me, as I pass the parted wave, 
To wake with Jesu's name my harp of fire. 



She had now passed the strong deep mid-current of the 
death-stream, and was calmly treading its quiet shallows on 
the heavenward side. Almost her last audible articulations 
were fervid intercessions for her present and absent friends. 
After this came faint and as if far-off sounds of triumph — 
" Glory ! " ever and again peacefully rippling from her lips, 
as they quivered with the last pulses of expiring mortality. 
-She lingered thus till just before the clock struck one, 
on Tuesday morning, September 4th, when — 



Thus all these high and holy aspirations after the pure, the 
beautiful, and the true, found their consummation ; — thus all 
those stern wrestlings with doujjt, dread, and the devil ; — 
wrestlings sometimes foiled, often faint, never intermitted, — 
ended in clearest triumph. Thus all the simple toils of her 
busy benevolence found their rest and their reward ; — the 
hunger and thirst of her spirit was filled, feasted, in spite of all 
her struggles, because of all her struggles ;— all was perfect 
peace, meek victory. She had won the secret of happy living and 
happier dying, — a loving leaning upon Christ as a personal, 
present Saviour, in Whom dwell, and from Whom flow to 
the soul that embraces Him, all righteousness, peace, joy, and 
eternal life. 

Years before, she had seen this afar off, and panted for 
it in prayer. She was not denied. Compare the lines " To 
Die" with her death, — and are not, at least, the two con- 
cluding passages of the former, prophetic pictures of the 
latter ? 



" Her quiet eyelids closed, —she had 
Another morn than 010*8/' 



H 2 
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In deference to her dying wish, her mortal remains were 
laid in the little cemeteiy attached to the Independent 
Chapel, Redbourne. 

A neat stone marks the spot, bearing this inscription : — 



EMMA TATHAM, 

AUTHOR OF "PYTHAGORAS, AND OTHER POEMS J " 
THE BELOVED AND ONLY CHILD OF 

GEORGE AND ANN TATHAM, 
OF ADDINGTON SQUARE, MARGATE; 
WHO WAS CALLED TO HER REST WHILE ON A VISIT TO 
THE REV. J. C. WESTBROOK, 
MINISTER OF THE ADJOINING CHAPEL, 
ON THE 4TH OF SEPTEMBER, 1855, 



Behind this stone there happens to be a white rose-tree, 
the stray branches of which sometimes bend forward and 
half-encircle it, as if lovingly to embrace the name of one 
who had once so beautifully addressed a sister flower. 



A copy of Emma Tatham's Poems was presented to Her 
Majesty, through Archdeacon Tattani, whose interest in 
them was at first excited by the touching coincidence that 
his own niece, Miss Emma Tattani, died at the same age as 
the poetess, twenty-five. 



TO THE MEMORY OF 



AGED TWENTY- FIVE. 
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CHAPTER X. 



CHARACTERISTICS OF HER POETRY. 



u Though now there seems one only worthy aim 

For poet, — that my strength were as my will ! 
And which renounce he cannot without blame, — 

To make men feel the presence by his skill, 
Of an eternal loveliness ; until 

They faint with love, and longing for their home, 
Yet, not the less be strengthened to fulfil 

Their work on earth, that they may surely come 
Unto the Land of Rest, who here as exiles roam." 



In the productions of one who died at the age of twenty- 
five, and whose principal poems were written when she was 
but seventeen, of course one looks not for perfection, but 
promise. The principal elements of promise — vigour and 
luxuriance— are amongst the most marked characteristics of 
her genius, yet one is struck with her perfect mastery of her 
own enthusiasm. There is no "foaming at the pen." It has 
been complained that her almost exclusive choice of religious 
subjects gives to her compositions too great sameness. It 
must be granted that her muse is rather monotonous ; but it 
is the glorious monotony of the seraphim, entrancing eternity 
with the unvarying ascription and response ; — " Holy, holy, 
holy is the Lord of Hosts, — the whole earth is full of Thy 
glory." Since so many poets devote their genius to mundane 
themes and interests only, may not one young muse be 
forgiven her entire dedication to Christ? The Redeemer 
has not received an excessive tribute for those grand intel- 
lectual endowments which are amongst His gifts to men. 
Yet the few lighter strains which she did stoop to sing prove 
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that it was not the ability to treat worthily inferior topics 
which was wanting to her. Before her religious convictions 
became so strong, and her religious affections so ardent, she 
wrote several spirited tales and ballads, of which one frag- 
ment and one tale may serve as a specimen : — * 

A BALLAD. 

The sun went down in a dull, deep frown, 

And left a crimson trace 
On the storm-clouds black that hung in his track, 

And over the ocean's face. 

The wild waves howled, and the tempest scowled, 

And heaven was without a star ; 
But a blood-red gleam shed a flickering beam 

From the shadowy east afar. 

Oh ! what can it be, alone on the sea, 

That poureth a ray so red ? 
Have the sea-nymphs lit, in a frolicsome fit, 

A fire on their father's bed ? 
Or is it a ghost from the flaming coast, 

Or a night- meeting of the dead ? 

Hush !— bend thine ear— for that screech-scream clear 

Is the eagle's clarion note : 
He hath seen the spark in the twilight dark, 

But it was from choice as well as conviction that she 
dedicated her powers to holy truth, as is sufficiently disclosed 
by some of her letters, and by the following extract from a 
poem written by her, November 7th, 1846 : — 



Blest is the soul inspired by the grand strain 
Which heaven imparts, which swells to heaven again ! 
Blest is the heart which beats in ceaseleps time 
With the broad, universal, glorious chime, 

• The Haunted Storm Rock Castle. 
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Sounding for ever, — mighty and sublime! 

Blest is the ear which understands the key 

Of the great chant of star, and «ky, and sea ! 

Such are the poet's soul, and ear, and heart, 

Thrilling for ever in harmonious part 

With the sweet anthem of great, boundless love, 

Which swelleth all around him and above. 

If such he be, — it is not fit and right 

That he should lend his harp to theme obscure — 

He who can harmonize with cherubs pure, 

And chant as do the morning stars of light. 

If such he be, — no earthly crown may gleam 

Half so resplendently as that white wreath 

Which his bright forehead wears, too pure for death — 

The sure reward of his majestic theme. 

If such he be, — no mortal frown should bind 

His glorious madness, and no worldly smile 

His lofty lay to meaner tones beguile. 

Let him be like the lightning, like the wind, 

Fetterless, fearless, quenchless, unconfined. 

Let him for ever feel the burning thrill 

Of heaven's nobility within his soul — 

A throb of royalty no storm can chill— 

A princely heart love only can control. — 

Tet chant thy lovely song a little longer 

On this our weeping world, our tearful earth, 

It may be, some faint spirit shall grow stronger, 

Hearing the echoes of thy heavenly mirth. 

The productions of Emma Tatham are such as lovers of 
the truth as it is in Jesus should " not willingly let die." 
There is also in many of her songs a mountain-majesty of 
idea, — a magnificent expansion of thought, — a purity, pre- 
cision, felicity, and force of expression, and above all, 
an outgushing fulness of intense and universal charity, which 
should endear them to all who have a feeling for the true, the 
beautiful, and the good. 
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The " Dream of Pythagoras " is an exquisite specimen of 
" Truth severe by fairy fingers dressed." 

She had also one little excellence not shared by all con- 
temporary poets — perfect and invariable clearness of concep- 
tion and expression. She did not regard it as the vocation 
of poetry to mystify the simple, but illuminate the obscure. 

One reason why her genius at first so instinctively sought 
the boundless and unfathomable is, that her poems, though 
mostly written in the thickest centre of human activity, are 
essentially the children of solitude. Her imagination could 
not exercise itself much on outward nature, — for that she 
seldom saw ; she therefore roamed the more freely in the 
region of pure imagination. In most true poets we have 
traces of the locality in which they have grown up. Thus 
Tennyson's poems abound with exquisite word-pictures 
of his native Lincolnshire. And in Emma Tatham there are 
not wanting decisive indications of a residence in a great 
city. Her lightning — 

Glanced 

Upon the mighty city in her sleep, 
Pierced all its mysteries with one swift look. 
She describes 

The midnight cifcy, whence arose 
The glow of million lamps, like countless lights 
In some vast roofless temple. 
Of her wanderings by the sea-side, her "Tempest Songs" 
are a magnificent memento. 

Many will feel a peculiar charm in the productions of 
a vigorous young intellect in that early stage of progress — 
might I not say that grade of perfection — exuberance of 
promise, fast ripening into maturity, like the first days 
of June. 

" Half prankt with Spring, with Summer half embrown'd." 

When we consider how few ideas or images she could have 
" hived in " from books or travel, the ripe fecundity of her 
genius is truly marvellous. She could not, like a great 
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German poet, sally forth daily on what he called " an image 
hunt." She was obliged to find her resources in the inner 
world. 

Her mastery of measure, the freedom and ease of her 
versification, her unerring feeling of the laws of resonance 
between thoughts and words, is equally remarkable. In her 
best poems we do not hear the clanking shackles of her 
verse. She moves in metre as an amazon in armour, 
or a priestess in her sacred robes. 

And, above all, there is a spiritual healthiness in her 
poems, which claims heartiest thanks. 

Strongly as she feels the spiritual vocation of poetry, she 
never loses the poet in the preacher, by sacrificing beauty to 
impressiveness. If a definition of true poetry given in the 
British and Fweign Revieiv be admissible, " Poetry is the 
religious idea incarnate in the beautiful? then Emma Tatham 
must take a high rank amongst true poets. 

TO EMMA TATHAM. 

IN MEMORIAM. 

Oh ! could we lift the veil and see thee now 

Bob'd in thy garb of ligtft, and near the throne ; 
An amaranthine wreath upon thy brow, 

Thy harp new strung and of a loftier tone ; 
Low at the feet of thy lov'd Saviour kneeling, 
One 'midst the white -stol'd choir, thy anthem pealing. 
How great thy change ! gone with thy Lord to dwell ; 

All that thy pencil traced of heaven, thine own ; 
Thy joy how full no tongue of earth can tell, 

And knowing even as thou art also known ; 
That cross, those pierced hands, that thou didst here 
So sweetly sing, thou hast full sight of there. 
We would not call thee back, e'en if we could, 

To breathe this chill and sin-polluted air, 
Or tread this lovely earth again, though good, 

And millionfold its smiling beauties fair ; 
• Thou who hast now the mount of vision scal'd, 
And zephyr breath of Paradise inhaled. 
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In the house of God thy well-known form we miss, 

Child-like and reverent and bent in prayer ; 
That vacant spot proclaims thee gone, the bliss 

Of the wrapt worshipping host above to share ; 
And in the school thy lowly Sabbath band 
No more shall clasp their gentle teacher's hand. 
Rich was the gift on her conferr*d, the power 

Unto the innermost heart of man to speak ; 
Her magic wand wav'd o'er the lowly flower, 

Disclosed its mystic life, and bade us seek 
The parabled meaning — in the tempest's ire ; 
Her free soul revelling caught celestial fire. 
She sung of angels' embassies of love, — 

Of Samuel, how the prophet child was call'd, — 
Of Faith, world-conquering, — of the life above, 

And how the firm-souled martyr unappall'd 
Meets death ; her sweet notes bade the mourner cease 
His mourning, and to the riv'd heart whispered peace. 



SONNET, 

Written on perusing " The Dream of Pythagoras and other Poems" 
by Miss Tatham. 
Pure child of genius, I have heard thy lyre 

Wake its fine spirit-tones of joy and love, 

Now breathing notes soft as the turtle-dove's, 
Now pouring a flood-tide of glorious fire. 
Thy lofty and impassion'd strains inspire 

My tribute-lay to hail their fervid force, 
And lisp the hope, that hand may never tire 

Which can draw rapture from the one true source. 
Still bathe thy pinion in the fount of light, 

Still gaze into the beautiful unknown ; 

So may'st thou hover near the Eternal Throne, 
And visions catch oft hid from mortal sight. 

Ecstatic worship in the inner shrine, 

Priestess of truth, and oracles divine. 



J. P. C. 



F. L. F. 
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FROM THE REV. GEORGE MOODY. 

" GUston Rectory, December 18*A, 1854. 
" Dear Miss Tatham, 

" I dare not express to you half I felt on the perusal of your 
first edition ; indeed, if I had not seen you at Margate, 1 should 
tremble for the effect of the praise you have received from so 
many quarters. But I comfort myself with the feeling, that He 
who has given you to earn it will turn it to good account. In 
glancing over the extracts from the reviews, it struck me that 
some of the advice was as dangerous as the praise. Not so all : 
sorry as I should be to see your muse in any degree secularized, 
I am inclined, without any such fears as to the result, to second 
the advice, that you should study Shakespeare ; it is a good 
thing, as old Roger Ascham says, to ' think with the wise, and 
speak with the foolish ; ' and poetry, as well as conversation, 
should oftener be ' with grace, than of grace.' But I am in 
danger of doing just what I meant not to do. May the Giver of 
all grace guide your pen and rule your heart ! 

" Ever yours faithfully, 

" George Moody.** 

letter from the rev. james hamilton, d.d. 

"48, Eaton-square, London, December Wth, 1855. 
"My Dear Sir, 

"Accept my best thanks for your kind and much valued gift. 
Till I received it, I did not know that the gifted writer had 
exchanged the songs of earth for the harps of heaven ; and now 
it is hard to say whether you and her dear mother are most to 
be condoled with in your present loss, or congratulated, as the 
parents of such a daughter ' passed into the skies.* The poems 
have uncommon merit and attractiveness. For original and 
delicate observation, exquisite diction, and holy feeling, they 
have not many equals. 

"Among the poems which have struck me particularly, I may 
specify the Songs of the Tempest and the Wind. I have seldom 
read anything bo fine and true ; and I have always had much 
enjoyment of the music of nature's grand organ, the wind. 
"With many thanks and much regard, 

" I remain, dear Sir, yours very truly, 

''James Hamilton.** 
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Stanford Rivera Rectory, Romford, Essex, 
" March ZQth, 1857. 



"Sir, 



" You will, I doubt not, feel some surprise at receiving a letter 
from one who is a perfect stranger to you. On seeing the 
advertisement — 1 Memoir/ &c., 'EmmaTatham,' — the title struck 
me, and I immediately ordered it, without knowing the rich treat 
that was in store for me. I admire much the spirit of poetry and 
rich conception which your daughter's productions breathe, and 
which are enough to gladden the heart of any parent ; and much 
more when they prove that her high talents were consecrated to 
the service of her blessed Lord and Master. 

" The development of her genuine piety, and the result of a 
living faith in Christ, as exhibited in her sickness and death, have 
afforded me both pleasure and comfort in the perusal, and they 
must be a rich solace to the minds of her sorrowing parents. 

" You and I, I perceive, belong to different sections of the 
Church of Christ ; but I trust we both belong to His spiritual 
Church, which is made up of true believers in Christ wherever 
they are found. It is my humble and earnest prayer, that you 
may be supported under your bitter bereavement, and that it 
may also be sanctified to you, in causing you to seek a full con- 
formity to that Saviour whom your sainted daughter loved and 
followed. 

"P.S. — I had a niece, an 'Emma Tattam,' who also died at 
the age of twenty -five. 



" My dear Archdeacon, 

" 1 have not failed to present to Her Majesty the Queen the 
copy of Miss Tatham's poems which accompanied your letter of 
yesterday's date. 

"The book has been graciously accepted by Her Majesty. 



" Yours very sincerely, 

" Henry Tattam, D.D , 
" Archdeacon of Bedford." 



" Windsor Castle, 

" December 1st, 1858. 



" Sincerely yours, 



"C. B. Phipps." 




THE 

DREAM OF PYTHAGORAS, 

AND 

OTHER POEMS. 
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Thou who dost write Thy name 
In rapture's tears upon the rainbow's arch ; 
And trace it on the mountains with a swift 
And eloquent lightning pen ; and on the flowers 
With pencil dipp'd in honey, and the dye 
Of morning's ruddy cheek and golden hair ; 
And on the eyes of childhood with sunbeams ; 
And on the wings of glorious butterfly 
With powdery gems and gold ; 
On angels' foreheads with the flaming plume 
Of intellect's white wing, dipp'd in the fire 
Of inspiration ; on the martyr's brow 
With blood ; and on the cataracts in heaps 
Of thunder visible ; and on clouds of storm 
In rapturous blackness ; and on morning's eyes 
With fading stars ; and on the hearts of saints 
In Thy own beautiful image crimson-traced 
As by a pierced hand : 
0 Thou whose poetry and love in one, 
Walk forth where'er Thou art, and hand in hand 
Encircle heaven and earth, Thou above praise 
Exalted infinely ; 0 great God ! 
Hear me, and make me a pure golden harp 
For Thy soft finger. Might I be Thy bird, 
Hidden from all, singing to Thee alone. 




THE 



DREAM OF PYTHAGORAS, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 



THE DREAM OF PYTHAGORAS. 



" The soul was not then imprisoned in a gross mortal body, 
as it is now : it was united to a luminous, heavenly, ethereal body, 
which served it as a vehicle to fly through the air, rise to the 
stars, and wander over all the regions of immensity." 



Pythagoras, amidst Crotona's groves, 
One summer eve, sat ; whilst the sacred few 
And favouVd at his feet reclin'd, entranc'd, 
List'ning to his great teachings. O'er their heads 
A lofty oak spread out his hundred hands 
Umbrageous, and a thousand slant sunbeams 
Pla/d o'er them ; but beneath all was obscure 
And solemn, save that, as the sun went down, 
One pale and tremulous sunbeam, stealing in 
Through the unconscious leaves her silent way, 
Fell on the forehead of Pythagoras 
Like spiritual radiance ; all else wrapt 
In gloom delicious ; while the murmuring wind, 
Oft moving through the forest as in dreams, 
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Made melancholy music. Then the sage 

Thus spoke : " My children, listen ; let the soul 

Hear her mysterious origin, and trace 

Her backward path to heaven. 'T was but a dream ; 

And yet from shadows may we learn the shape 

And substance of undying truth. Methought 

In vision I beheld the first beginning 

And after-changes of my soul. 0 joy ! 

She is of no mean origin, but sprang 

From loftier source than stars or sunbeams know. 

Yea, like a small and feeble rill that bursts 

From everlasting mountain's coronet, 

And, winding through a thousand labyrinths 

Of darkness, deserts, and drear solitudes, 

Yet never dies, but, gaining depth and power, 

Leaps forth at last with uncontrollable might 

Into immortal sunshine and the breast 

Of boundless ocean, — so is this my soul. 

I felt myself spring like a sunbeam out 

From the Eternal, and my first abode 

Was a pure particle of light, wherein, 

Shrined like a beam in crystal, I did ride 

Gloriously through the firmament on wings 

Of floating flowers, ethereal gems, and wreaths 

Of vernal rainbows. I did paint a rose 

With blush of day-dawn, and a lily-bell 

With mine own essence ; every morn I dipt 

My robe in the full sun, then all day long 

Shook out its dew on earth, and was content 

To be unraark'd, unworshipp'd, and unknown, 

And only loVd of heaven. Thus did my soul 

Live spotless like her Source. 'Twas mine to' illume 

The palaces of nature, and explore 

Her hidden cabinets, and, raptured, read 

Her joyous secrets. 0 return, thou life 

Of purity ! I flew from mountain-top 
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To mountain, building rainbow-bridges up — 

From hill to hill, and oyer boundless seas : 

Ecstasy was such life, and on the verge 

Of ripe perfection. But, alas ! I saw 

And envied the bold lightning, who could blind 

And startle nations, and I long'd to be 

A conqueror and destroyer, like to him. 

Methought it was a glorious joy, indeed, 

To shut and open heaven as he did, 

And have the thunders for my retinue, 

And tear the clouds, and blacken palaces, 

And in a moment whiten sky, and sea, 

And earth : therefore I murmur' d at my lot, 

Beautiful as it was, and that one murmur 

DespoiPd me of my glory. I became 

A dark and tyrant cloud driven by the storm, 

Too earthly to be bright, too hard of heart 

To drop in mercy on the thirsty land ; 

And so no creature loVd me. I was felt 

A blot where'er I came. Fair summer scorn' d 

And spurn'd me from her blueness, for, she said, 

I would not wear her golden fringe, and so 

She could not rank me in her sparkling train. 

Soft spring refused me, for she could not paint 

Her rainbows on a nature cold as mine, 

Incapable of tears. Autumn despised 

One who could do no good. Dark Winter frown'd, 

And number' d me among his ruffian host 

Of racers. ' Then unceasingly I fled 

Despairing through the murky firmament, 

Like a lone wreck athwart a midnight sea, 

Chased by the howling spirits of the storm, 

And without rest. At last, one day I saw 

In my continual flight, a desert blank 

And broad beneath me, where no water was ; 

And there I mark'd a weary antelope, 
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Dying for thirst, all stretched out on the sand. 

With her poor trembling lips in agony 

Press'd to a scorch'd-up spring ; then, then, at last 

My hard heart broke, and I could weep. At once 

My terrible race was stopp'd, and I did melt 

Into the desert's heart, and with my tears 

I quench'd the thirst of the poor antelope. 

So having poured myself into the dry 

And desolate waste, I sprang up a wild flower 

In solitary beauty. There I grew 

Alone and feverish, for the hot sun burn'd 

And parch'd my tender leaves, and not a sigh 

Came from the winds. I seem'd to breathe an air 

Of fire, and had resign'd myself U> death, 

When lo ! a solitary dewdrop fell 

Into my burning bosom ; then, for joy, 

My spirit rush'd into my lovely guest, 

And I became a dewdrop. Then, once more, 

My life was joyous, for the kingly sun 

Carried me up into the firmament, 

And hung me in a rainbow, and my soul 

Was robed in seven bright colours, and became 

A jewel in the sky. So did I learn 

The first great lessons ; mark ye them, my sons. 

Obedience is nobility ; and meek 

Humility is glory ; self alone 

Is base ; and pride is pain ; patience is power ; 

Beneficence is bliss. And now first brought 

To know myself and feel my littleness, 

I was to learn what greatness is prepared 

For virtuous souls, what mighty war they wage, 

What vast impossibilities o'ercome, 

What kingdoms, and infinitude of love, 

And harmony, and never-ending joy, 

And converse, and communion with the great 

And glorious Mind unknown, — are given to high 

And godlike souls. 
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" Therefore the winds arose, 
And shook me from the rainbow where I hung, 
Into the depths of ocean ; then I dived 
Down to the coral citadals, and roved 
Through crystal mazes, among pearls and gems, 
And lovely buried creatures, who had sunk 
To find the jewel of eternal life. 
Sweet babes I saw clasp'd in their mothers' arms ; 
Kings of the north, each with his oozy crown ; 
Pale' maidens, with their golden streaming hair 
Floating in solemn beauty, calm and still, 
In the deep, silent, tideless wave ; I saw 
Young beauteous boys wash'd down from reeling masts 
By sudden storm ; and brothers sleeping soft, 
Lock'd in each other's arms ; and countless wealth, 
And curling weed, and treasured knots of hair, 
And mouldering masts, and giant hulls that sank 
With thunder sobbing ; and blue palaces 
Where moonbeams, hand in hand, did dance with me 
To the soft music of the surging shells, 
Where all else was at rest. Calm, calm, and hush'd, 
And stormless, were those hidden deeps, and clear 
And pure as crystal. There I wandered long 
In speechless dreamings, and well nigh forgot 
My corporal nature, for it seem'd 
Melting into the silent infinite 
Around me, and I peacefully began 
To feel the mighty universe commune 
And converse with me ; and my soul became 
One note in nature's harmony. So sweet 
And soothing was that dream-like ecstasy, 
I could have slept into a wave, and roll'd 
Away through the blue mysteries for ever, 
Dreaming my soul to nothing ; I could well 
Have drown'd my spark of immortality 
In drunkenness of peace ; I knew not yet 
i 2 
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The warrior life of virtue, and the high 

And honourable strife and storm that cleanse 

And exercise -her pinions. I was now 

To learn the rapture of the struggle made 

For immortality and truth ; therefore 

The ocean toss'd me to his mountain chains, 

Bidding me front the tempest ; fires of heaven 

Were dancing o'er his cataracts, and scared 

His sounding billows ; glorious thunders roll'd 

Beneath, above, around ; the strong winds fought, 

Lifting up pyramids of tortur'd waves, 

Then dashing them to foam. I saw great ships 

As feathers on the opening sepulchres 

And starting monuments. 

And the gaunt waves leap'd up like fountains fierce, 

And snatch' d down frighten'd clouds, then shouting — fell, 

And rose again. I, whirling on their tops, 

Dizzy flew over masts of staggering ships, 

Then plunged into black night. My soul grew mad 

Ravish' d with the intense magnificence 

Of the harmonious chaos, for I heard 

Music amidst the thunders, and I saw 

Measure in all the madness of the waves 

And whirlpools ; yea, I lifted up my voice 

In praise of the Eternal, for I felt 

Rock'd in His hand, as in a cradling couch ; 

Rejoicing in His strength ; yea, I found rest 

In the unbounded roar, and fearless sang 

Glad echo to the thunder, and flash' d back 

The bright look of the lightning, and did fly 

On the dark pinions of the hurricane spirit 

In rapturous repose ; till suddenly 

My soul expanded, and I sprang aloft 

Into the lightning flame, leaping for joy 

From cloud to cloud. Then, first I felt my wings 

Wave into immortality, and flew 
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Across the ocean with a shouting host 
Of thunders at my heels, and lit up heaven, 
And earth and sea, with one quick lamp, and crown'd 
The mountains with a momentary gold, 
Then covered them with blackness. Then I glanced 
Upon the mighty city in her sleep, 
Pierced all her mysteries with one swift look, 
Then bade my thunders shout. The city trembled ; 
And charm' d with the sublime outcry, I paus'd 
And listen' d. Yet had I to rise and learn 
A loftier lesson. I was lifted high 
Into the heavens, and there became a star, 
And on my new-form'd orb two angels sat. 
The one thus spoke : '0 spirit, young and pure ! 
Say, wilt thou be my shrine ? I am of old, 
The first of all things, and of all the greatest ; 
I am the Sovereign Majesty, to whom 
The universe is given, though for a while 
I war with rebels strong ; my name is Truth. 
I am the Spirit of wisdom, love, and power, 
And come to claim thee ; and if thou obey 
My guiding, I will give thee thy desire, 
Even eternal life/ He ceas'd, and then 
The second angel spoke. ' Ask not, 0 soul ! 
My name ; I bid thee free thyself, and know 
Thou hast the fount of life in thy own breast, 
And need'st no guiding : be a child no longer ; 
Throw off thy fetters, and with me enjoy 
Thy native independence, and assert 
Thy innate majesty ; Truth binds not ine, 
And yet I am immortal ; be thou, too, 
A god unto thyself.' 



My own deep insufficiency, and gazed 

Indignant on th' unholy angel's face, 

And pierced its false refulgence, knowing well 



" But I had learn'd 
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Obedience only is true liberty 

For spirits form'd to obey ; so best they reign. 

Straight the base rebel fled, and, ruled by Truth, 

I rolFd unerring on my shining road 

Around a glorious centre ; free, though bound, 

Because love bound me, and my law became 

My life and nature ; and my lustrous orb 

Pure spirits visited : I wore a light 

That shone across infinitude, and seiVd 

To guide returning wanderers. I sang 

With all my starry sisters, and we danced 

Around the throne of Time, and wash'd the base 

Of high Eternity like golden sands. 

There first my soul drank music, and was taught 

That melody is part of heaven, and lives 

In every heaven-born spirit like her breath ; 

There did I learn, that music without end 

Breathes, murmurs, swells, echoes, and floats, and peals, 

And thunders through creation, and in truth 

Is the celestial language, and the voice 

Of love ; and now my soul began to speak 

The speech of immortality. But yet 

I was to learn a lesson more severe — 

To shine alone in darkness, and the deeps 

Of sordid earth. So did I fall from heaven 

Far into night, beneath the mountains' roots, 

There, as a diamond burning amidst things 

Too base for utterance. Then, alas ! I felt 

The stirrings of impatience, pining sore 

For freedom, and communion with the fires 

And majesties of heaven, with whom erewhile 

I walk'd, their equal. I had not yet learn' d 

That our appointed place is loftiest, 

However lowly. I was made to feel 

The dignity of suffering. 0, my sons ! 

Sorrow and joy are but the spirit's life ; 
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Without these she is scarcely animate ; 

Auguish and bliss ennoble : either proves 

The greatness of its subject, and expands 

Her nature into power ; her every pulse 

Beats into new-born force, urging her on 

To conquering energy. — Then was I cast 

Into hot fires and flaming furnaces, 

Deep in the hollow globe ; there did I burn 

Deathless in agony, without murmur, 

Longing to die, until my patient soul 

Fainted into perfection : at that hour, 

Being victorious, I was snatch' d away 

To yet another lesson. I became 

A date-tree in the desert, to pour out 

My life in dumb benevolence, and full 

Obedience to each wind of heaven that blew. 

The traveller came — I gave him all my shade, 

Asking for no reward ; the lost bird flew 

For shelter to my branches, and I hid 

Her nest among my leaves ; the sunbeams ask'd 

To rest their hot and weary feet awhile 

On me, and I spread out my every arm 

To' embrace them, fanning them with all my plumes. 

Beneath my shade the dying pilgrim fell 

PrayiDg for water ; I cool dewdrops caught 

And shook them on his lip ; I gave my fruit 

To strengthen the faint stranger, and I sang 

Soft echoes to the winds, living in nought 

For self ; but in all things for others' good. 

The storm arose, and patiently I bore 

And yielded to his tyranny ; I bow'd 

My tenderest foliage to his angry blast, 

And suffer'd him to tear it without sigh, 

And scatter on the waste my all of wealth. 

The billowing sands o'erwhelm'd me, yet I stood 

Silent beneath them ; so they roll'd away, 
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And rending up my roots, left me a wreck 
Upon the wilderness. 



I dream'd my spirit wandered, till at length, 

As desolate I mourn' d my helpless woe, 

My guardian angel took me to his heart, 

And thus he said : 1 Spirit, well tried and true ! 

Conqueror I have made thee, and prepared 

For human life ; behold ! I wave the palm 

Of immortality before thine eyes : 

'Tis thine ; it shall be thine, if thou aright 

Acquit thee of the part which yet remains, 

And teach what thou hast learn'd.' 



And gently laid me in my mother's arms. 
Thus far the vision brought me — then it fled, 
And all was silence. Ah ! 't was but a dream ; 
This soul in vain struggles for purity ; 
This self-tormenting essence may exist 
For ever ; but what joy can being give 
Without perfection ! vainly do I seek 
That bliss for which I languish. Surely yet 
The Day-spring of our nature is to come ; 
Mournful we wait that dawning until then 
We grovel in the dust — in midnight grope, 
For ever seeking, never satisfied." 

Thus spake the solemn seer, then pausing, sigh'd, 
For all was darkness. 



" 'Twas thus, my sons, 



" This said, he smil'd, 
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0 thou whose heart 



Is crush'd within thee, and whose eyes grow dim 

When watching childhood's rapture— thou whose youth 

Is wither'd by affliction — thou whose soul 

Rebels and contradicts this truth of truths, 

Yet bend thine ear, incline thy bleeding heart. 

Hadst thou a beauteous daughter, whose young cheek 

Grew pale, and brow grew heavy ? didst thou watch 

Her daily fading, like a tender flower, 

Which, though with constant zealousness of love 

Watered and shaded, will hang down its head 

And wither ? did she also thus depart — 

Thy beauteous daughter ? or did sudden stroke 

Snatch the unwrinkled brow to paradise, 

Pluck the unfaded lily from its stem, 

And plant it in the southern sunniness 

Of Eden ? Or hadst thou a noble son, 

Thy first-born, or thine only one, perchance, 

Smitten and severed from thee ? was he rich 

In promise — and did hope long hold her wing 

Over each opening bud of beauty found 

In the young plant ? and did one moment blight 

All the dear, cherish'd promise ? 



Art weeping for thy babes— dumb angels caught 
Up to heaven's bowers by Jesus, ere their lips 
Were sullied with earth's language. Or, perchance, 
Dear orphan, thou hast lost a mother's voice, 
Or father's soothing smile, and thy full heart 
Doth ache and shiver in the murderous blast 
Of this cold world's bleak sympathy ; 
Or thy sweet sister, or thy dearest friend, 



Rachel ! thou 
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Hath sigh'd out last farewell. Your Father saith, 
" For you I gave up My beloved Son — 
For you I watch'd Hiiii low and meanly laid 
In Bethlehem's poor manger — saw Him lone 
In the drear wilderness, amidst wild beasts, 
Tempted by Satan ; 

For you, endued to see Mine Image bend 
Over the grave and weep ; He wept for you. 
I saw Him for your sakes sore burden'd fall 
Before Me in Gethsemane ; I saw 
When sinners bow*d in bitter scorn, 

Mock'd Me in Him My Brightness ; saw them smite « 

The Dweller in My heart, and bind His brow 

Immaculate with thorns. Did I then launch 

One thunder ? did I spare My Son one pain — 

One torture ? — Yea, and more ; did I not lead 

My own pure Lamb to the dark cross, and bind 

Like Abraham his Isaac, My one Son 

To the accursed altar : wilt thou, then, 

Deny the little gift I ask from thee ? 

Thou knewest what I sought of thee — thy love. 

Long did I wait and warn, but when I saw 

Thou didst not think Me half so fair and dear 

As the lost jewel I did take away, 

I tore it from thee, that thenceforth thy soul 

Might be at rest in Me ; and this I did 

Not for Myself, for I, thou knowst, need not 

The adoring of My creatures, but for thee, 

For never canst thou rest without My love. v 

Then doubt it not, for whatsoe'er I take, 

I leave thee all Myself : and am I then 

So light a gift, so small a joy — that thou 

Preferrest thy lost idol to thy God 1 " 

Say, hast thou lost thy wealth, and must thou stoop 

From the full flowing luxuries of life 

Down to its scant necessities ? O think 




GOD IS LOVE. 



123 



Who gave up heaven's rich diadem for thee : 
Who from the majesty of God came down 
To be a weeping Babe, a weary Man, 
Unpillow'd and unshelter'd, all for love 
Of thee ; and oh ! forget not this stern stroke 
Is but to drive thee to Himself, that He 
May be thy treasure, thine eternal wealth. 

Or wert thou always poor ? hast struggled long 
And bravely with a hard and crushing world ? 
Hast been oppress' d ? hast seen thy little ones 
Pine for a morsel of life's bread ?— Oh think 
If thou but trust in Jesus, what great love 
Is treasured up for thee ; to thee He saith, 
* Bread shall be giVn thee ; to thy soul the truth 
Of God shall come ; thou shalt be rich in faith ; 
Thou shalt possess the kiDgdom : follow Me, 
Be as thy Master was, for I was poor 
That thou should'st be made rich : to thee I give 
These words for consolation ; I am Love. 
Never will I forsake thee ; thou art one 
With Me— in all thy sufferings I partake. 
When thy heart aches, come lay it down on Mine ; 
When thine eyes weep, come weep upon My feet ; 
I too have wept ; and, when thy head sinks down, 
In the chill wave of death, cling but to Me, 
The mantle of My love, around thee thrown, 
Shall part the Jordan ; for I too have died — 
And died for thee." 

Or thy unnumber'd sins 
Have risen like murdered ghosts before thine eyes, 
And thou dost think none ever sinn'd like thee. 
But is that heart of thine broken indeed ? 
Oh, it is broken hearts the Saviour calls 
His bruised flowers ; the sighs of penitence 
Are fragrance, in His presence. Kiss His feet ; 
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Think, they were pierc'd for thee— how can they then 
Reject thee ? 



Cast but thy spirit into His kind hands, 
Even as a babe sinks on its mother's breast ; 
And gently as a mother will He bear 
Thee through the valley, and will hold thy hand 
And lead thee smiling to thy Father's throne. 
If thou be young, come to the God of love, 
And satisfy the thirstings of thy heart 
With the warm, gushing waves that issued forth 
From One that bled on Calvary. 



Have press'd his freezing finger on thy pulse, 
Come, rest thy trembling spirit in those arms 
That wait to take thee in. Draw nigh and grasp 
The red robe of thy Saviour ; ne'er will He 
Shake off thy feeble hold, but clasp thy hand 
Tenderly in His own, and thou shalt lean 
On His eternal strength all through the vale 
Of death's cold shadow. 



Joyful or sorrowful, in cities loud 
Or cottage lonely, by the surging shore, 
Amidst the mountains, 'neath the waving palms, 
Among the citron groves, in the dark wilds 
Of pathless forests, on the heaving deep, 
Far in the icy zone, or compass'd round 
With the hot equinoctial — love is there. 
Love omnipresent still surrounds thy paths, 
Meets thee where'er thou goest ; He hath thrown 
His arms wide as the shadow of the cross 
Extends, and from that infinite embrace 
Only by sin canst thou thy soul exclude. 
Yes, God is love ; this priceless truth alone 
Is balm for all thy sickness ; words so rich 



Or if thou dost dread to die, 



If age 



Be thou rich or poor, 
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In harmony and joy ne'er startled yet 
The ear of echo. 'Tis truth's ecstasy, 
And from the moment when, reveal'd, it dropp'd 
Through all the stars to earth, clad in the form 
Of a fair Babe in Bethlehem, and wrote 
Its solemn signature in crimson lines 
Upon the tree of Calvary, the stars 
Cease not to sing it ; ocean's choristers 
Chant infinite Amen ; the sounding shores 
Waft on the music, and the glorious flowers 
Breathe silent hallelujahs ; the hot sun 
Seals it in summer royalty ; the winds 
Shout it around the palm-trees, and proclaim 
Amid the bower'd cathedrals ; the rich clouds 
Hang out their furled draperies to show 
Heaven's beautiful device ; the thunders chase 
The winged lightnings, jealous that they first 
Speak the delicious story ; oh ! they raise 
Their giant voices to the stars, and say 
That God is love. Sweet cordial to our souls ! 
Why do we live, but to receive this truth 
Engraven on our hearts, and then to teach 
The world that it is true? 



Canst thou, 0 little butterfly ? Although 

Brief be thy life, is it not filled to th' brim 

With sweetness and pure glee ? What rais'd thee up 

So radiant from thy death-like sleepiness ? 

Whence sprang those waving wings ? what pencil laid 

Those massy colours on them, if not that 

Which gloss'd the clouds of evening, and soft dyed 

The silkly sunbeams ? Say is it not true, 

Sweet nightingale ? thou whose delicious hymn 

Seemeth love's echo ; thou whose gushing notes, 

like leaping rivers of clear crystal music, 

Hasten so crowded from thy burden'd heart, 



But who can doubt ? 
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Chasing each other, pouring streams of joy 

Into the thirsty moonbeams. 0, ye flowers ! 

Soft, silent orators — transcendent forms 

Of perfect loveliness — beautiful shapes 

Of heavenly elegance, graces that mock 

The marvels of the chisel ; tints that shame 

The glories of the pencil ; 0, ye beams 

Of beauty, which no words of earth can show, 

Bright, fair-complexion'd angels, say ye not 

That God is Love ? Thou babe-like buttercup, 

Nurs'd on the fragrant bosom of young Spring ; 

Thou lady primrose ; and thou snowdrop saint ; 

Thou royal rose ; thou holiest lily white ; 

Thou honied violet, the very type 

Of woman's youngest sweetness ; and thou gem, 

Wee, winning, lowly, tender, spotless flower, 

Pure lily of the vale ! do we not right 

Interpret all your language into this — 

The gentleness of God ? What else could breathe 

So exquisite a perfume ? who hath taste 

So consummate as His ? and what but love 

( A.nd whose love if not His ?) could pour such wealth 

Of silent eloquence, truth, tenderness, 

And consolation, over things so small 

And delicate ? What hand but Thine, O Love ! 

Could fashion all this melting, dewy mass 

Of powdery, ethereal loveliness, 

Nor crush one petal, nor one stroke forget, 

Nor mar one waxen forehead, nor even bruise 

One slightest stem ; but, with the perfect touch 

Of tenderness, mould all to finish'd grace, 

Then strew them in free millions o'er the earth ? 



Ye sunny harvest fields ! proclaim His love. 
What know ye of your Maker 1 hath He rear'd 
Your graceful heads so lofty on the stems 



Oh, speak your faith, 
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That look like sunbeams gushing from the earth, 
And not inscrib'd His name there ? bend, 0 bend, 
Sweet wavers to the winds, that we may read 
His golden seal upon your foreheads bent 
So beautifully ; whisper forth the word 
To the warm Summer, sighing as he floats, 
With level wings outspread, over your waves 
Of sunny glory ; let the reaper's ear 
Receive it, as ye roll your ample wealth 
Into his joyous bosom : "He who gives 
Thy daily bread, O man, His name is Love ." 

Dissent ye, 0 ye forests ? is your voice 

A discord in the chorus ? List ! I hear 

Ten thousand harps ^Eolian breathing forth 

The boundless harmony ; the surging tops 

Of the gigantic trees shake all their robes, 

And drop their crowns in autumn to the sound 

Of the eternal music : " Thou art Love ! 

Thou at whose breath the infant buds leap out. 

The laughing life throbs through our naked arms, 

And dances in our hearts. Thou who dost crown 

Thy forests with their new and vernal grace 

And summer fulness, till a world of leaves 

Waves on the pinions of the autumn storm, 

And surges like an ocean to the joy 

Of feeling Thy great step ; where eye of man 

Ne'er rested, where no shaft hath ever sung, 

Nor axe disturb'd th' unbroked loneliness 

Sacred to Thee and Thy green worshippers 

Alone ; where pillar around pillar twin'd, 

And fretted roofs or domes impenetrable, 

And long, mysterious, ever-sounding aisles, 

And altars of thick darkness that admit 

No priests, but trembling starbeams, make for Thee 

A mighty temple. Here the weary storms 
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Sleep and then worship ; here the thunderbolts, 

Impetuous to adore, push down our heads 

And leap from bough to bough, and when they burst 

In brilliance and in thunder, then begins 

The sounding hallelujah ; then we lay 

Our crowns before our Maker's feet, which tread 

The wings of the strong winds. Oh then we sing ! 

And this is all the chorus : God is love." 

What sayest thou, deep ocean ? giant soul 
Living in every drop— stupendous heart, 
Whose pulses throb in each metropolis, 
And make all shores to vibrate : whose blue veins 
Intersect earth, bearing to thee her wealth, 
Then bearing thine to her. Thou art a glass 
For man's own spirit ; thou like genius art ; 
Oft fearful in thy wilful-seeming pride, 
The mandate of earth's monarchs could not change 
One spray-drop on thy forehead : yet ere long 
So gentle that the youngest moonbeams come 
And dance among thy tresses. Thou dost roll 
The same for ever ; still thy lidless eye 
Looketh on heaven as in continual praise. 
As is the sun above, so thou on earth, 
A lonely, peerless thing, without a mate. 
Hast thou no song for Him who made thee so 
Sublime in solitude 1 Speak, wondrous shade 
Of His lone majesty, for thou hast tongues 
In every billow ! speak thou as thou wilt : „ 
Whisper it from thy dreamy smiles, if thus 
It please thee, when upon the placid breast 
Of thy glad mother earth, thou, 0 thou child 
Of perfect beauty ! sleepest, with thine eyes, 
Those soft blue eyes, wide open, when the beams 
Of heaven are playing with thy curling locks, 
Weaving them into knots for thee to snap, 



Digitized by 




GOD IS LOVE. 



129 



When, in thy passionate waking, thou shalt rise. 

Or speak as when in storm-pomp thou dost keep 

Blithe marriage-day with thy beloved bride, 

The Spirit of the Wind, the eldest-born 

Of clouds and waters. Thou dost pave her path 

With sparkling foam, and toss the white spray up 

To rainbow round her head, and oft in play 

Prison her in thine arches, and then chase 

Her steps invisible, as like a bird 

She slips from thy great arms ; then thou dost throw 

Whole navies at her feet for playthings light. 

Speak, wild old minstrel ; sweep thy deep-toned harp, 

And tell me what thou knowest of thy God. 

" Oh, I know whom thou meanest ! I will tell 

What once He did with me. I saw Him lead 

His new-freed thousands to my very shore ; 

The fiery pillar lighten'd o'er my wave ; 

I heard His voice, and roll'd in rapture back 

To kiss His feet, and spread my pearls abroad 

To pave His march. With deep, rejoicing awe 

I held my breath till all His flock had pass'd ; 

Then at His call I lifted up my voice 

In battle with His foes, and jo/d to lay 

Their glories at His feet. But I have yet 

A softer story. 'Twas the solemn night ; 

And He and some He loved were tempest-toss'd 

By me and the strong Angel of the Wind, 

Unconscious of His presence, else with joy 

Like doves we would have drawn His sacred bark, 

Which we too roughly rock'd, till every heart 

She carried changed to terror and despair, 

Save His, who, sleeping as a cradled babe, 

Repos'd upon a pillow, till the cry 

Of fear arous'd Him ; then, arising — great 

As when He spoke to chaos, and ordain'd 

That light should be — He spok&soft peace to us, 
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Commanding silence ; then we knew our Lord, 
And, dumb with reverence, worshipp'd, — He is love." 

And what sayest thou, 
0 little child ? who, 'midst the flowers, and birds, 
And boughs, and beams, hast open'd thy fresh eyes, 
And just begun to live, all thy warm heart 
Leaping at every pulse : though thy flower-lips 
Scarce have unfurl'd their rose-buds, and the seal 
Of infant dumbness, like the morning dew, 
Hangs heavy on their beauty — say, 0 say ! 
Are there not countless sensibilities 
To joy within thee opening ? art thou not 
Like an ethereal harp, which, every hour, 
Some rapture-finger touches 1 Art thou not 
A soft spring flower, whose every waking cell 
Some sunbeam kisses open ? Wilt thou doubt 
When first thy mother sings to thy glad ear 
That He who made thee thus, and makes thy bliss, 
Is Love ? Ah no ! that joyous truth is graven 
Already by His Spirit on thy heart, 
And though the icy breath of that dire serpent sin 
Which coils around thy root, beloved flower, 
May half efface the golden seal of heaven, 
Love's Spirit, if thou wilt, afresh shall write 
His name upon thee. 
1846. Aged 17. 
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It was the dying of an April day, 

And softly o'er the young and graceful earth 

The whispering twilight wav*d her dewy wings. 

Sweet sounds were in the woods, for murmuring Spring 

Was wafting a low lullaby along 

The edges of the sunbeams, to the hearts 

Of the bright baby-buds, that on her breast 

Droop'd their fair heads, heavy with sparkling tears 

Of childish laughter — so they went to sleep. 

And she, that beautiful young mother, smil'd, 

And rock'd them with the breathing of her breast, 

And wrapt them all up tenderly and warm 

In her own soft blue mantle ; then she laid 

Her golden-curled head upon the arms 

Of the old forest fathers, and look'd up 

To the fair stars ; and then the nightingale 

Sung her to sleep, and the warm western wind 

Quietly fann'd her — so the young Spring slept. 

Oh that all were such sleepers ! Night long through 

The calm and equal breathings of her heart 

Flowed on the air like music ; all her dreams 

Were pure and peaceful, shadows sweet and kind 

Of angels passing by, and rainbows stretch'd 

From hill to hill, and vernal valleys dim 

With silver moonlight shades, and echoes deep 

Repeating the young nightingale's first notes. 

Then rose from her blue couch the infant moon, 

And drew the curtain jealous night had dropp'd 

Over the sleeping Spring, yet with a step 

So slow and silent, and a touch so soft 
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And stealthly, that the slumberer startled not, 
Nor was one blossom waken'd ; till at last 
Young Luna held her silver lamp too near 
A timid cereus, who was rous'd, and wept, 
But silently : so Spring still slumber'd on, 
Her face calm shining in the placid gleam 
Of Luna's lamp, and touch'd with shadows light 
Of grace so exquisite as day ne'er saw. 
Then wak'd the fays, 

And, leaping from a thousand dew-drops, shook 
A thousand sleeping flowers, making their hearts 
Drop music out, to which they mov'd their feet 
And wings in lovely measure. The young moon 
Smil'd at the frolic scene, then, bending down, 
She press'd her lips refulgent to the brow 
Of the delicious dreamer, and again 
Let fall the curtain, stealing soft away 
Her silver lamp, and gliding noiselessly 
Into the ocean — so the young Spring slept. 

Oh that all were such sleepers ! There was yet 
The roar of the great city rising up, 
Like ceaseless, far-off thunder ; in its heart, 
Alone, in a dark chamber silent watched 
A weeping woman. He who should have shared 
And sooth'd her vigils was, alas ! far distant, 
Lost in his own base joys, thoughtless of her 
Whose heart he had beguil'd from its green nest 
In a sweet cottage home ; a heart it was 
Which could have lov'd its city cage, and sung 
All day like a free bird, if but his own 
Had borne it company ; but he was gone, 
And she was desolate. 'Twas midnight hour, 
While the poor, loving Mary, all forsaken 
Sat in the sickly light of one pale taper, 
Close o'er a wretched cradle bending down 
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Her fixed and faded face, placid and pure, 
And passionless, to watch her sole love-light 
Sink in the waves of death. Oh, there she bent 
Over her dying baby : with one hand 
She smooth'd unconsciously his languid curls, 
Half rocking with the other* his low bed. 



Save the wild roar of passing carriages, 

That ever and anon shook the dark street, 

And the quick sigh of the fair, feverish babe, 

Panting for immortality ; all hushed ; 

And almost could she hear, or thought she could, 

Th' approach of Death's slow step. Yes, the sweet boy 

Lay sickening like the spirit of a flower 

Kiss'd by the sun to heaVn; there was not left 

A red drop in his cheek ; it was as cold 

And fair as alabaster, and the damp 

Of life's last agony was oozing there. 

The lips were parted, eVn as if to wait 

The passing of the fluttering soul between, 

Borne on the heavy wings of the last sigh ; 

And ever and anon they gently trembled 

Like the pale blossoms of the night, disturbed 

By the soft summer air. 

The brow was even as a waveless stream 

Just touching the blue ocean : it was shap'd, 

Like the young mind it thron'd, in heavenly mould 

Cherubic, and a spiritual light 

Seem'd dawning round its deep and deathly white, 

As when day's first-born beam the snowdrop bathes. 

Around the cradle knelt three watchers pure, 

Whom Mary saw not — they were angels come 

To carry the young spirit to its God. 

One o'er the babe-brow bent, and gently waVd 

His graceful hand above it, to allay 

Its burning fever, softly fanning back 



All was hush'd and dumb, . 
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The pale, pale drooping curls, that scarce had form'd 

Their slender satin threads to circles yet. 

The second held the small hand, tenderly 

Twin'd in his own cool, fragrant fingers, soft 

As Eden's blossoms, oft-times bathing it 

With balmy kisses ; the third angel touch'd not 

The dying loveliness, but gently fanned 

Th' immortal flame within it, and in tones 

That melted as they gush'd, warbled a song 

Of everlasting love. 



" Sweet eyes, close, close in sleep, 
No longer shall ye weep ; 
Death's slumber, damp and deep, 

Presses your lids so white ; 
Pale temple of the infant saint, 
Thy pillars shake, thy lamp grows faint, 

Dying in heaven's light. 

" Slumbering soul, arouse ; 
Fann'd by the waving boughs 

Of life's immortal tree ; 
Shine forth, thou spark struck from God's fire-harp 
strings, 

Flash to the fannings of our bending wings, 
And mingle in the flame of seraph kings, 
In the deep crystal sea. 

" Ah ! thou art waking now ! 
Eternity's broad shade hath touch'd thy brow ; 
Awake, belov'd, thy angels o'er thee bow ; 

Redemption's lamb newborn, 
Forsake thy trembling shrine ; ah ! let it be 
To thy sad mother a dear gift from thee ; 
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Why dost thou shudder ? leave it, thou art free ; 
This is thy life's first morn. 

" Start not ! our mighty arms are twin'd beneath thee, 
Our golden feathers white and warm enwreath thee, 

And death the chain will sever 
That links thee to thy cell ; his shaft is gold ; 
Fear not, 't is wing'd with kisses, though so cold. 
Tis past — the pang across thy breast hath roll'd : 

Now thou art free for ever. 

" Fall into our arms, and wide above thee 
We will spread a canopy of wings ; 
We will bear thee home to those that love thee, 
Where the cherub choir for ever sings. 

" Sparkling spirit ! now thou, shouting, leapest 
Out into life's everlasting sea ; 
Measure with the heart of heaven thou keepest, 
And thy pulse is feverless and free. 

" Spread your pinions, angels, wave them lightly, 
Ruffle not the sacred, sleeping air ; 
To the zenith cleave your passage brightly, 
Seek the throne, and drop the jewel there." 

Then paus'd the white-rob'd warbler, and the three 

Made their soft arms a cradle beautiful 

To take the graceful spirit, as, alone 

And blushing with the first pulse of fresh life, 

Disrob'd and spotless, in the Lamb's pure blood 

From every stain wash'd, with her wings spread wide, 

She rose ethereal from the pallid clay, 

And open'd her bright eyes to wonder's touch, 

And, speechless with astonishment and bliss, 
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Drew her first breath in broad eternity. 

Then sinking down into the angels' arms, 

Smiling she watch'd them as they fondly stretch' d 

Their wide, warm, downy pinions o'er her head 

Exulting as the softly waving pomp 

Rose graceful, fanning on the air, and soar'd 

Above the midnight city, whence arose 

The glow of million lamps, like countless lights 

In some vast roofless temple. Then they left 

The city far below, and gently gain'd 

Upon the silent stars ; then the glad spirit, 

Seeing the pavement of her native home, 

Clapp'd her unspotted hands, and, like a spring 

Out-gushing from the mountain, pour'd her heart 

Into its first and everlasting song. 



" Oh life ! thou glad and throbbing heat — 
Oh life ! thou cup of heavenly sweet ! 
Past is the dim gate of death, 
See, I draw immortal breath. 

" From redemption's crimson wave 
Rising free, baptiz'd, and white, 
Lo ! my beaming wings I lave 
In the uncreated light. 

" See, my infant tears are dried, 

And my darksome slumbers broken; 
See, in angels' arms I ride, 
Hear the music seraph-spoken. 

" Hark ! I hear the boundless chorus 
Rolling on from star to star ; 
Hark ! it thunders full before us — 
Hark ! it dies and ecfioes far. 
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" See, oh see the flashing gold 

Of a thousand suns outglancing ; 
See the starry heavens unrolTd, 
And the skies around me dancing. 
" Oh how beautiful and warm 
To my newly-opened eyes ! 
Oh what majesties of form, 
And what melodies arise ! 
" Yet I feel a softer splendour 

Flowing o'er my heart like balm ; 
Oh how thrilling and how tender ! 
It is Christ — Creation's Calm 
" Lovely angels ! raise me higher, 
For my spirit leaps to be 
Where, above the crowns of fire, 
My Redeemer's face I see." 

And now the fragrant air of Paradise 
Breath'd o'er the exquisite group, and pealing clouds 
Of harmony rode on the balmy gale 
In melting richness, and the baby-soul 
DissolVd in dewy love, and like perfume 
Pour'd from an alabaster vase, did melt 
On her Redeemer's feet, in speechless joy 
Exhaling to His bosom — kiss'd away 
By ravishment of rapture, till He bent 
And touch'd the fainting blossom with a beam 
Of His own perfect peace : then did she raise 
Her forehead to receive its royal crown, 
Enwreath'd with infant lilies — then she wa^d 
Her shining wings, and upward shap'd her flight 
On the great heaven of high eternity, 
Beneath the smile of Jesus, to behold 
His glory, and to learn the wondrous tale 
Of her redemption. 
1846. Aged 17. 
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It was the silent night 



In sacred Shiloh. Over curtain'd gloom 
And solemn mysteries, the pale light fell 
Of the lone holy lamp, and shadows dense, 
Profound, and motionless : thou might'st have stood 
And watch'd the altar-embers for a spark 
In vain : the flame had parted up to heaven 
And vanish' d ; and there was but a faint warmth, 
Memorial of its presence ; yet the air 
Breath'd of the dying incense, like the dreams 
Of heavenly souls who pray even in sleep. 
Thou might'st have stood amidst that solemn gloom 
And listen' d for an echo, but in vain. 
The song had wreath'd to heaven, and not one note 
Lingered on earth ; there was no angel-harp 
Upon the charm'd repose. 
It was as if eternity had press'd 
Her silent finger on the holy shrine, 
Or the calm, overwhelming presence of God 
Fallen upon it as an adamant shroud. 



There is a sound that trembles on the air ; 

It is not motion, and it is not music, 

But far more sweet. 'Tis as a soft still wave, 

Like the half-raising of an angel's hand, 

And sinking down again ; or like the stir 

Of sleeping winds in summer, when, in dreams, 

They dance with the young moonbeams, and half move 

The delicate feathers of the plumy palm. 

Such and so soft that sound — hush ! for 'tis sweet, 

And flows like melody and fragrance mix'd, 

Upon the list'ning sanctitude and shade 

Of the mute oracle. 



Yet, hush! 
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Hark ! from beneath this canopy it flows ; 

Draw, delicately draw, the curtain by, 

And gaze. Oh ! what a shape of loveliness 

Alone and slumbering ! tranquil as the ray, 

And holy as the incense, of the lamp ! 

And like a solitary starbeam cradled 

Upon the midnight ocean, sleeping sweet 

In the full gaze of the omnipotent 

And sleepless Presence. Oh, how lone he seems ! 

There is no little arm to clasp his neck, 

No kindred rose to pillow the red flower 

Upon his cheek ; no sister's lullaby 

Hath whispered him to rest ; no mother wakes 

To soothe him if he startle. Yet he hath 

A mother, and perchance in dream is gone 

To visit her ; perchance doth feel her arms 

Around him and her lip upon his brow. 

And she, too, from her distant home, e'en now 

In vision may be hovering o'er his couch ; 

For so pure spirits mingle, and in dreams 

The parted meet— for lordly love can shape 

Dim shadows into mystic loveliness, 

And nothings into rapture. The sweet child 

Is all alone, and yet how passing fair 

And feverless his slumbers ! it might seem 

The very angels' fingers had smooth'd down 

That curling gold upon his brow, and bath'd 

Those long and beauteous lashes with the dew 

DistilTd from some rich incense-wreath in heaven. 

His breath is music, and his very sigh 

Nought but the overflowing wave of peace 

From his full bosom stealing. Oh ! he rests 

Even in the heart of peace ; and the blind eyes 

Of the dumb cherubim, that, awful, shade 

The ark, do seem to wake and watch him. Hush ! 

What voice is that ? 0 God ! those tones are Thine ! 
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Man — angels — cannot frame such accents— melting 
In dying music. Thou art here, then, Lord : 
Let the scar'd foot of sin affrighted flee, 
Since, at such hour, and in such scene august, 
Thou holdest conference so high, and yet 
So lowly, with the spirit of a child. 

And say, what thing so fitting to receive 
The breath, the smile of God, as that clear cup 
Of life transparent — that white open flower — 
That looking-glass uncover'd — that blue stream 
Revealing all its depths— which we do call 
The spirit of a child ? 

Twas but one word ; 
No flash of sudden splendour lit the shrine — 
No tremor shook the silence— all was calm — 
So doth God come to purity alone. 
His steps are earthquakes when He visits guilt, 
His voice is thunder ; 
But when He cometh to the upright soul, 
'Tis with a silent gentleness of love 
Which soothes and sanctifies ; His voice more sweet 
And soft than even mother's. Yea, perchance, 
The infant prophet dream'd his mother call'd, 
And, raptuVd, wak'd ; but when he look'd and saw 
The cold dark pillars round him, and the dim 
Solemnity unchanged, remembrance brought 
The knowledge where he was ; and so he ran 
To the old priest, who, startled, wond'ring gaz'd, 
By the pale lamp-light, on th' enthusiast face 
Of the bright boy : " Behold me : thou didst call." 
" Nay ; thou hast dream'd — I call'd not ; sleep, fair child." 
Three times the mystic but mistaken call 
Drew the young seer to the astonish'd priest, 
Who late discern'd the Caller. " Oh, my son ! 
Go, lay thee down again ; and when that voice 
Calleth, reply, ' Speak, Lord, Thy servant hears.' " 
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All is still, 



And the lone child watcheth and listeneth, rapt 
And wond'ring ; yet no fright hath chill' d his bold, 
Beautiful innocence. Hearken — it is — 
It is the voice of God ! and twice He calls 
Upon the child — or was it that the charni'd 
And ravish' d echoes of the shrine took up 
Th' exquisite music, and did dare to breathe 
The solemn sweetness over ? 



There is no anger in thy Father's tone, 
There is no terror in that soft appeal. 

Conscience, in some, is like the storm-fraught cloud 
Scowling in sullen East at evening time, 
Where, if the sun but touch it with a beam, 
Deep thunder riseth up ; 
In others it is like Spring's weeping face, 
Which, when the sun looks on it, melts and smiles 
Into a rainbow. 

In some, the voice of God comes like the West 
To soft -^Eolian harp — to others, sounds 
As tempest echoing in a thousand depths 
Of fathomless caverns, where the hollow gloom 
Is instinct with dread echoes, and prolongs 
The awful mockery. Not thus to thee, 
Thou consecrated child, thou prophet pure, 
Cometh the Mightiest. Thou ma/st reply 
Undaunted and untrembling. 



Speaks in the presence of the Infinite. 
Th' Eternal speaketh to the babe, and pours 
His fathomless counsels in the tiny heart 
Of infancy. 0, Everlasting Father ! 
Let me be such in childhood and in love, 
That, visit me as Thou wilt, by night or day, 



Child, fear not ; 



Lo ! the babe 
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In cities or in solitudes, in storms 
Or inspiration — gloom or glory — bliss 
Or agony — or life or death — still may 
Thy voice fall peaceful on my soul, and draw 
The calm, deep echo out, " Speak, Father, speak, 
Thy child doth listen." 
1846. Aged 17. 



Almighty God ! Whose hand of power the raging winds 
can tame, 

The mighty Tempest echoes with the thunder of Thy name ; 
I hear him through the city rush, lifting his voice on high, 
Dark terror rides his stormy wings, and pallid death is nigh. 

*T is night, deep night ! the city sleeps, and listens in her 
sleep 

To thy gigantic voice, 0 storm ! to thy tremendous sweep. 
Thou rollest o'er her countless roofs, in glory wild and free, 
And I, a trembling watcher, am alone with God and thee. 
Who walks upon thy boundless wings that shake the land 
and ocean ? 

Who speaks in thy stupendous voice, and guides thy mighty 
motion ? 

Oh, God of night, and storm, and power ; oh God, all praise 
above ! 

Hear me, great God of majesty ! hear me, great God of 
love ! 

I worship Thee in solitude, I worship Thee in fear ; 
But the 8ighings of a lonely heart Thou wilt not scorn to 
hear: 

I listen to Thy awful voice, I feel Thy weight of power, 
I bend my soul beneath Thy hand in this tremendous hour ! 
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Yet art Thou not my Father still, though storm and dark- 
ness reign ? 

Who, in all tempest past, hast saved, wilt Thou not save 
again ? 

Praise to Thee, high Omnipotent ! Even now methinks I hear, 
Amidst the blast, the angel-song around Thy glory clear ; 
Thy countless choirs above the stars, in pealing chant 
sublime, 

Are praising Thee in solemn joy, high o'er this stormy 
clime. 

Hark, the loud hallelujah shout ! bursting from throne to 
throne, 

From star to star, from sun to sun, in everlasting tone ! 
The saints adore th' exalted Lamb, and all the heavens 
reply : 

Could I but hear the blissful strain, and join the glorious cry ! 
Even the tempest as he roars — the night-winds as they roll — 
Seem thund'ring forth Thy lofty praise : praise is creation's 
soul. 

Is not a spirit in the storm, and on the blast a voice 1 
Hark ! the giant Wind his anthem sings : earth ! tremble 
and rejoice ! 

And listen ; ocean far away has caught the lofty key, 
He is thundering through his fathomless depths majestic 
psalmody ; 

His seething waves are mad with bliss ; they rise in glory 
crown'd, 

Then sink into the grand abyss in reverence profound. 
Stand on yon lonely bark and gaze — look round on every 
hand, 

She is rolling out in the raving deep, a thousand miles from 
land ; 

Rocking over the mountain heights, cleaving the waves 
asunder, 

She reels along her terrible road in darkness, death, and 
thunder. 
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Hark ! the surging forests roar aloud, th' eternal mountains 
shake, 

The list'ning stars in solemn strain the boundless chorus 
take, 

And swelling, as they flash and fly, the everlasting song, 
Infinite hallelujah soars from every burning throng. 

The storm wakes man to worship ; rise, sleeper, rise ? and see 
All holy things and spirits belov*d are praising God, but 
thee. 

Jehovah, we adore Thee, thron'd the heaven of heavens 
above, 

Speak to us with Thy solemn storm, but let Thy voice be 
love. 

Come not in anger, Mighty One ! receive our lowly 
prayer, 

0 God, most high and merciful ! 0 God, Thy people spare ! 
We are guilty, we are sinful, yet the spotless Lamb hath 
bled, 

The lightnings of Thy justice fell on His most lowly head ; 
Then spare us, Lord ; send forth Thy peace, Thy calm- 
creating Dove, 

Speak to us with Thy solemn storm, but let Thy voice be 
love. 

Earth! rise and join thy sister-stars, roll shining on thy 
way, 

And, as thou rollest, beam as bright, and sing as loud as 
they, 

The new creation dawneth, and the Lamb of God shall 
reign; 

The Prince of peace shall triumph over war, and death, 
and pain. 

All glory to Jehovah ! our Father, Saviour, King ! 
Shout, shout, triumphant hurricane ! stars, saints, and 
angels, sing ! 
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All glory to Jehovah ! Let creation swell with song ! 
Praise, power, and worship infinite, to Him alone belong ! 
Glory to Christ, our Saviour ! Jesus, Thy name we bless, 
And give our lowly hearts to Thee in faith and thank- 
fulness ; 

The storms of life — the storms that rage in each unhallow'd 
soul — 

Dissolving in Thy potent breath, to cradled calm shall roll, 
As when on old Gennesaret the tempest heard Thy will, 
And wildest winds and waves confess' d Thy mighty " Peace, 
be still!" 

Oh, when our heart is overwhelmed, when flesh and spirit 



When terrors seize the trembling breast, and sin and hell 



Compassionate our wretchedness, let mercy be Thy will, 
Speak peace unto the trembling soul, and bid the storm be 



First as a fearless babe she trod the earth 
All leaning on her Saviour, full of faith 
And love's simplicity ; the angry world 
Hated and scorn' d her, but her feeble hand 
Was clasp'd in that betroth' d Omnipotence 
Which late had borne the piercing of the nail, 
And drop by drop shed out its crimson life 
In love for her. So, 'midst the war, and storm, 
And midnight of that darksome world, she grew, 
A miracle of beauty, a lone star 
Of loveliness amidst the desert depths, 
A radiant flower, and in the gross abyss 
A pearl of tearful light, which kindled up 



fail, 



assail : 



still. 
1846. Aged 17. 
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Brilliance so powerful, that the blazing suns 

And flashing stars grew dim. But as she grew, 

The world at last perceived her beauteousness 

And crav'd alliance. In that fearful hour, 

Alas for the bright maiden ! she had seen 

Her tempter's gold and glory ; she beheld 

The purple robe he proffer'd, and the crown 

Imperial which hung trembling o'er her brows. 

Ah ! then she held forth ling^ringly her hand, 

That weak but red-ring'd hand, to the base grasp 

Of the old miser world, and when she felt 

His hard and crimson'd fingers wresting off 

The ring of her betrothal, blush'd and turn'd 

Her heavenly face away. It met a look 

From her own faithful Lord, and dumb with shame 

She snatch' d her hand from the false world's embrace, 

And dash'd his diadem disdainfully 

Off from her heavenly forehead, and did spurn 

His purple robe, and with indignant step 

Left the seven hills. Then the false, blinded world 

Bought of the fall'n archangel a mock shape 

Of her, the image of the only Fair, 

And dress'd it in the robe she had thrown off, 

And crown'd it, and enthron'd, and boldly call'd 

The hideous image by her name, and said 

It was the Church of Christ, and by its side 

Sat down elate, and bade creation bring 

Her incense and her treasure to his feet. 

Then the true Bride, all weeping and forlorn, 

Hid in dark solitudes ; and the blind world 

Became her hunter, and, with envious rage, 

Chas'd the lone dove of God, piercing her oft 

With poison'd arrows, till her white wings dropp'd 

Her own heart's blood, and every hand was free 

To wound her weakness; every shaft let loose 

To smite her and destroy. They smote, indeed, 
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Destroy they could not ; even the floods of tears 

And streams of sacred blood that rolPd so free 

Over her shiv'ring form, serv*d but to bleach, 

And blanch, and beautify her bridal dress. 

How lovely rose she from her baptism ! 

The prince of hell brought flames from his own fires 

And laid them in her path, thinking to burn 

Her spotless feet, so that she might no more 

Disturb his kingdom by her radiancy. 

He marvell'd when he saw that, though they shrank 

And shudder* d in the test, they yet came out 

Adorn' d with golden sandals, for the fires 

Themselves had Wd her, and, enraptur'd, twin'd 

Around her bleeding feet. Then did he launch 

A fiery arrow at her lovely brow ; 

But where it fell it gush'd a sunbeam back ; 

Thus did the flame and flood her handmaids grow, 

And dress her gloriously ; the very storms 

Were ministering angels ; the hot beams 

Of noon caught up her tears, and set them all 

In rainbow shrines, and wove them round her head. 

The thorns wherewith they crown'd her breath'd and bloom'd 

In amaranthine roses, and the sparks 

Hell blew into her face, soon as they felt 

Her sighs, became fair stars, and group' d themselves 

Around her forehead. So, 'midst flames she grew, 

And, in the brightness of her Saviour, shone 

With boundless beams o'er the rejoicing earth. 

Light gush'd from all her steps ; where'er she trod 

Young flowers sprang up and smil'd ; the heaving deep 

Arose to kiss her feet, for she walk'd forth 

On every ocean, like her Bridegroom once, 

Having her hand in His, and breathing warm 

His peace where'er she went. Her breath became 

A presence universal, and her voice 

Was heard in^ every land ; her holy hymn 
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From shore to shore wide floated, and went up 
From the blue sea and from the forest depths. 
Angels the rapture caught, the sweet new song, 
The song of Moses and the Lamb, and swept 
Their harps in chorus. 



Are ringing out their last great choral hymn. 
This pomp of broad magnificence must pave 
Her homeward road. Behold, love-yok'd, the steeds 
Of lightning fleet to Christ's triumphal car ! 
He goeth forth in glory, that His bride 
May rise to share it. He Himself hath built 
The fair, the new J erusalem, for her 
T' inhabit evermore. He will roll up 
These heavens in honour of her marriage-day 
And open coronation. Oh I see 
Already the first flutter of her robe 
Of dazzling whiteness, and methinks I hear 
Her heavenly voice in music breathing forth 
The sweet name of her Lord. Already, hark ! 
The thunder of the dissolution-storm 
Rolls on the distant heavens, and boundless flames, 
Bright fountains open'd by Almighty breath, 
Gush up from every orb, and dance aloft 
From world to world ; see ! the great souls that dwelt 
Thereon, arise, and clap their flaming wings. 
Shout o'er the sea of fire, spirits of light ! 
It is the resurrection of the just, 
Th' ascension of the glory-beams of God 
To their primeval Fount ; the harvest home 
Of heaven ; the gathering of the family 
Of the One Father ; the long Sabbath day 
Of creatures and Creator : 'tis the full 
Glorification of the Lamb. Oh ! shout, 
Shout as ye soar, ye blessed ! link your hands 
Around the mountain of eternity, 
And hail the new Bride-City. 



Hark ! the dying stars 
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"THINE IS THE KINGDOM." 

Alas ! how blind the human soul, till Thou, 

Oh, Teacher of our hearts ! enlighten her ; 

Wand'ring and stumbling o'er the mountain-tops 

Of her own greatness and immortal being, 

She, like a motherless babe, with fretful cries 

Doth stretch out her weak arms on every side, 

Yet in her wilfulness most proudly spurneth 

Thy guardian hand extended, and contemneth 

Thy pure and perfect wisdom When Thy peace 

And truth, in robes of deep humility 

And sweet, self-sacrifice, stoop down to guide 

The fallen, lost one to her Father God, 

She blindly scorns them, and though ever stumbling, 

Bruis'd, disappointed, and forlorn at heart, 

Lonely in all her pride, she vainly boasts 

Her independency and intellect. 

" Behold," she boasting saith, " behold ! I tread 

The universe triumphant, yea, I feel 

My wings borne on through waves of pathless sky 

From star to star ; I read th' intricate grace 

Of all their dances, and untied pursue 

Their awful revolutions, and uncrush'd 

Measure their mighty orbs, and count their years, 

And know their times ; yea, I have combed out 

The subtle light of heaven, and numbered all 

Her ambient locks ; I fearlessly have snatch' d 

The lightning arrow from the storm-sprite's quiver 

Before its time ; I have diVd in the deep 

And dangerous ocean, and from its seal'd stores 

Taken a thousand jewels, and dug up 

My buried treasures ; I have ransack'd air, 

And earth, and water ; I can bind them all 

To my proud chariot ; every power they boast, 
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"thine is the kingdom." 



How dread or dire soever, bends its neck 

To me, and gloriously becomes my steed. 

No secret foileth me ; I play with might, 

And mock at mystery ; I sit enthron'd 

Upon creation's pinnacle ; all things 

Are but my shrine ; they serve me and obey. 

What though I form'd them not ? do I not mould 

And fashion them as I will ? Behold my works ! 

Call ye not these creations ? " 



But suddenly the earthquake lifted up 
Her towered city, and in solemn wrath 
Hurl'd it into the depths. Amaz'd, she shrank 
From the stupendous gulf, feeling her throne 
Totter beneath her ; then the lightning grew 
Rebellious to her will, and sternly smote 
Her mighty masts as they did walk the seas, 
And burn'd her golden harvests, and drank up 
Her crystal rivers. Then she faint became 
With fear and amine, and, amidst the roar 
And rocking of her fancied kingdom, bow'd, 
And droop'd, and sigh'd. Then silently arose 
Before her the full ocean: of deep truth, 
Glass' d in whose clear, unsullied purity, 
She saw herself aright, and prostrate fell 
Before her Maker as a little child, 
And weeping said : 

" Oh, my insulted Sovereign ! now I see 

Thine is the kingdom — heaven Thy throne, and earth 

Thy footstool ; madly did I think to sit 

Upon the throne of God, and make His true 

And faithful worshippers, stars, sea, and earth 

My servants and my realm ; — I who am nought 

In Thine omnipotent presence ; I, a breath, 

A dust, an atom, on the hurricane pride 

And passion, whirl'd into divinity. 



Thus she spake ; 
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How mad ! how false ! how justly thus abas'd ! 

Lord, in the ocean of Thy Majesty 

I dwindle to a drop ! amid the pomp 

Of Thy star-lamps and boundless domes, I sink, 

Tremble, and faint. The thunder's terrible voice 

Sounds like the rolling of Thy royal wheels, 

And makes me dumb ; the fetterless lightning blinds 

And scorches me to dust ; the ocean's depth, 

The heaven's height, the silence and the state, 

The mystery, and majesty, and might 

Of Thy all-perfect works, crush and oppress 

My pulses, and annihilate my pride. 

Yea, every flower upbraids me, every drop 

Of dew, and every breath of air, reproach 

And tell me I am nothing." 



She lay before her God. Then Christ, the meek 
The matchless Teacher, bending from His true 
And everlasting glory, rais'd her up 
And said, " Since thou art now a little child, 
Since thou art nothing, I will be thy All. 
Since thou hast poured out thy spirit to Me, 
I will become thy soul, for thou art Mine, 
My ransom'd treasure. 0 receive Me, then, 
For thy true self and sovereignty, and so 
Thou shalt, indeed, reign royally, for I 
The Maker and the Monarch, am thine own. 
Thou art My bride, thou on My throne shalt sit ; 
Thy nothingness shall wed My boundless wealth, 
Thy ignorance My wisdom, and thy death 
My life eternal ; thy deep guilt My pure 
And spotless righteousness, and thy heart's sin 
Shall die in My heart's holiness, thy dark 
Deformity My beauty shall absorb. 
Thus do I lift My lowly bride high o'er 
Stars, skies, and seraphim. Fear not, beloVd ! 



Thus brought low, 
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THE BELOVED STAR. 



Safely thou now niay'st call the Infinite 
Thy palace, and the storms thy ministers, 
The stars thy pavement — all that I have made 
Is our bright palace-home, for I am thine, 
All, all thine own for ever. Thou art Mine, 
I have redeem'd thee." 



The lowly and forgiving spirit, was caught 
Up to the throne of Christ. 



Two angels on that holy mountain stood 

Where rises daily heaven's metropolis, 

The New J erusalem ; there did they stand, 

And thence down-gazing feasted their still eyes 

On all the dazzling waves of firmament 

And clustered constellations, stretching out 

In fathomless perspective, that no eye 

Not infinite might compass. The great deep 

Seem'd an unbounded ocean of broad space, 

Pure ether, azure dark, without a shore, 

Without *a bed. Hung on the airy wave 

Great firmaments, each with a million worlds 

A thousand times thrice number'd, like bright sands 

Shaken from God's gold sandals, and each one 

Of the thick firmaments seem'd but a star 

Set solitary on the clear profound, 

And roll'd stupendous on its curving sweep 

Around some far-off constellated point, 

Itself a universe, yet shining lone 

And little 'mid th' unfathomable stretch 

Of space around, scarce trembling on the gaze, 

Though blazing with vast hurricane flames of glory 

And suns colossal. 



Then the contrite heart, 
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Calm shone the starry sea ; wave after wave 

Roll'd by in mountain march ; the breath of God 

HeaVd the long billows ; and the giant worlds, 

Clustered like dewdrops, rose, and danc'd, and sank, 

And circled in illimitable rounds 

The footstool of the Throne, washing with gold 

The mountain of Eternity, which towered 

Augustly from their foam, spiring aloft 

Even to the feet of God. Deep unto deep 

Uttered stupendous voices ; every star 

And system sang in concert, and the song 

Swam on from wave to wave ; rose with the roll 

Gigantic of the rocking palaces ; 

SwelTd boundless with the grand and glorious motion 

Of million firmaments, soaring to bliss. 

All, all was dance and song — and discord none. 

Scene lovely ! scene immense ! sound infinite ! 

Yet sweet as mother's melody to babe 

Half waking,— perfect as the tiny chime 

Of harebells ringing to the southern wind. 

0 how the undulating anthem rose, 

And fell, and rose again ! and bursting through, 

Far, far-off echoes, dying cadences, 

Gush'd highest hallelujah-peals aloft, 

Like sudden thunder ; 

And leaping on from every globe to space 

Unutterably broad, and b'ke the zone 

Of omnipresent love, encircling all 

The measureless creation, binding up 

Th' uncounted jewels of the heavenly deep 

To the great crown of God. 



From Eden's mountain o'er the bright domain 
Spreading below. Oft had they look'd ere now, 
But never so enwrapt, for the high song 
Had caught a richer key, the boundless dance 



So look'd they down 
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Statelier measure gain'd ; the kindling suds 
Blaz'd into perfect light ; each star drew near 
Her sister ; so in radiant grace they group' d, 
All joyancy and love. 

" Say, what doth mood so rapturous portend ? 
Some new display of Godhead, or th' approach 
Of the grand consummation ? when this sea 
Shall vanish in one flame, these mighty worlds 
Wither, and leave nought but the souls they shrin'd ? " 



Approaches. Dost thou see, far in the deep, 
Yon speck of splendour, in a twinkling cloud 
Of distant firmaments ? and mark'st thou not 
Amid the speck one system passing bright, 
And through that glory finds thine eye its source — 
One blood-red spark? It is for that one spark 
This universe doth wait ; that single star 
Chaineth creation's eyes ; God bendeth down 
Even from the summit of Eternity, 
To take that orb, whose measured motions seem 
To regulate the mystic wheels of time, 
And with whose pause they stop. 



From this fair mountain shall roll off and leave 

Her adamantine base open and bare 

To sunshine everlasting ; 'twas a stream 

Which gush'd exulting from the crystal rock, 

Touch'd by the voice of God, and hath wash'd down 

Yon priceless, blood-bought jewel to His feet, 

And now must be dried up. That only star 

Broke the immortal harmony of heaven. 

She only tarnish'd her first loveliness 

And cloth'd herself in shame. Canst thou then think 

Why she is nobler now than all the host 



'Tis even so. The hour of jubilee 



" These glitt'ring waves 
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Of sinless worlds ? Oh, that dark, guilty spot, 
That blot on heaven's broad beauty, doth enshrine 
A bride unspotted — one with treasure bought, 
To which compared, all these rich worlds are dust ; 
A Bride to whom th' Eternal's Brightness holds 
Dearest relations ; one so lov'd and priz*d 
That He, whose breath created all thou seest, 
To ransom and redeem her, stoop' d to dwell 
On yon polluted world, and make it red 
With His own blood, the rich redemption price 
Of His beloved." 



In truth it were a glorious thing to live 

As live the winds of heaven, sweeping immense 

From land to land, wafting on loving wing 

The prayer or hymn of praise from human lips ; 

To live as yon mysterious stars of night, 

Rolling with speed unutterably grand 

Through the profound of heaven, a measureless arch, 

And singing as they roll ! 'T were sweet to live 

Even with the frail and delicate life of flowers, 

And blossoms, and first buds : for these rejoice 

And flourish in delight ; but sweeter still 

To live the life of heaven's gay minstrel bird, 

Th' angelic lark, or dearer nightingale. 



To live as the proud eagle. Oh what bliss 

To scale on mighty pinions heaven's sublime ! 

And see the lessening earth far, far below, 

Th' increasing sun above. 

It were a royal thing to live as thou, 

0 sun magnificent ! so lighting up 
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And firing all creation ; or like thee, 
Ocean, great ocean, many-realmed king, 
Mighty in majesty, of freedom full, 
And harmony, and strength. 



All these things live, 



Untouch'd by sorrow, undefil'd by sin, 
And ignorant of shame ; these joyously 
Exult in heaven's pure light, and feel no fear, 
Nor bonds, nor pains, nor conciousness of guilt. 
Yet would I rather be a living mind, 
Possessing in that mind the conscious glow 
Of immortality — if only pure- 
Hostile to sin, at peace with Thee, my God, 
Though tried by torture, perfected by pain, 
Than roll aloft, a star among the stars, 
Or shine alone, a sun in heaven's wide arch, 
Or bloom in beauty with the innocent flowers, 
Or rise a wave in the broad, joyous sea, 
Or warble with the lark or nightingale, 
Or soar with the proud eagle. For not one 
Of these, my Saviour, can commune with Thee. 
They cannot love, as doth this heart of mine ; 
They cannot praise Thee with the deep, full joy 
Of perfect consecration, as I can. 
They serve Thee— but unconsciously, nor know 
The bliss of choosing Thy sweet yoke, nor taste 
The heaven of gratitude, that strives in vain, 
To thank Thee for Thy love on Calvary. 
Yet if I had no Saviour, if no blood 
Of Thine for me were shed, oh, I would long 
To weep mine immortality away, 
And quench in tears this fearful spark of splendour 
Within me kindled. I would pray to be 
The smallest crystal drop, or viewless atom, 
Aught in the universe, so without sin, 
Rather than what I cm. Though mind is great, 
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And hath a beam more glorious than the sun — 
More freedom (once set free) than loudest winds, 
More speed than swiftest lightning — deeper depth, 
Passion more strong, than ocean-— aspirations 
Far higher than the eagle's — destinies 
Eclipsing yours, ye stars ! Yet Sin hath power 
To turn these all to torment. Rebel reason 
Is only anguish ; is it not most just 1 
Let the proud rebel suffer ; let the oak 
Wrestling, be rent, while the meek flower escapes, 
When winds are loud. Yet the proud heart will say, 
" 0 how much rather would I be the oak, 
With all its struggles and with all its storms, 
Than the unnoticed grass ! A lofty lot 
Be mine, though perilous, for oh ! it is 
A glorious thing to live without a fetter, 
Even though broken ; as the mountain-top 
Though lightning-blasted ; never will I bend, 
But self-sufficient stand, in torture proud, 
And mighty to endure." 



What art thou ? Lo ! the meanest worm that crawls 

In passive service to its Maker's will, 

Is nobler — infinitely — than the height 

Of intellect, when warring with its God : 

Then basest,' meanest, vilest, of all things — 

Traitor as foul, as favourite distinguished. 

A rapture-life lives Genius, when he breathes 

No rebel breath against his Maker ; he 

Feels his strong wings and joys to stretch their plumes, 

Fast fixing on the Sun of holiness 

His pure, reflective, eye. But, brighter yet 

The life of angels, all in rapture given 

To everlasting worship ; free as light, 

Yet dutiful as love ; their law their joy ; 

Unwearied and unspotted, burning still 



Yet, boasting dust ! 
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With equal praise and power, unsullied beams 
Of the eternal glory. 



One life more lofty still, more dear than all : 
To live a little child at Thy Wd feet, 
My Saviour ! conscious of no life but Thee, 
Until with Thee made one ; to all else dead ; 
Having no breath but Thy sweet inspiration, 
No language but the echo of Thy voice, 
No wish but Thy dear will — such life be mine. 
1846. Aged 17. 



The flowers die sweetly : wept by evening dews 
They sigh out their last fragrance ; their rich souls 
Breathing away in balm, and one by one 
The delicate petals shrink and fold, and fall 
Silently on the grass ; struggle is none ; 
But even as if .the very finger of peace, 
With fond and tender touch, dissolVd the flower, 
So doth it die. How sweet to die like this ! 
The soul outbreath'd as incense on the breast 
Of its Redeemer, softly, silently, 
Love-melted in the heaven-flood of His smile. 
The summer day dies calmly ; over hill 
And valley, like a drooping bird she sinks, 
While her tir'd purple pinions drop pale stars, 
The first-born stars of night. Ten thousand tears 
Tell her departing ; all her children turn 
Their weeping eyes to her fair, fading face, 
Which smiles upon their tears ; such death is calm. 
So parts the Christian mother from her babes, 
And leaves them as they weep ; a thousand eyes 
From heaven are watching over them. 



Yet remains 
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The wave dies grandly on the rocky shore, 
Self-sacrificed in thunder — shaking cliffs — 
Crushing proud argosies ; such death is dread 
And fearful ; so expire world-conquering kings. 
The river dies in rapture when she finds 
Her ocean-mother's bosom ; full and deep, 
But quiet is her joy ; so faith's still flood 
Is lost in the pure waves of boundless bliss. 

The stars shall die in glory ; highest song 

Of resurrection rolling deepening on 

From flaming orb to orb ; and they shall fall 

To music measureless, in the vast blaze 

Of their own burning splendours ; at the sweep 

Of the Almighty Finger they shall drop 

From heaven's high harp ; so did the martyrs die, 

In flame, and ecstasy, and seraph song. 

In music melt the thunders, while dumb earth 

Is yet in trembling silence bow'd to hear 

Their billowy voices. Hark ! their souls e.-pire 

In far, far rolling melodies ; so dies 

Th' immortal poet, he who, having shaken 

Wide realms with music, breathes his childlike spirit 

Into one triumph hymn. 

The babe dies peacefully in the warm arms 
Of its sweet mother, while the glowing life 
Of the fond heart whereto she presses it 
Half binds the fluttering dove to its white cage, 
And keeps the pulse at play. 0 she would pour 
Her own life into the cold babe with joy ! 
Therefore she binds him so about her heart 
To make him still live on, thinking to blend 
Her being with the babe ; but lo ! the bud 
Of immortality, nursed in her breast, 
Hath blossom'd into heaven. So let me die 
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Where the warm life of Jesus shall inspire 
My fainting spirit, and His heart shall beat 
New pulses into mine. 

Lovely dies spring in summer ; music swells 
Around her, and with perfect bridal bliss 
She loses her own beauty in the joy 
Of union with her one beloVd, and thus 
Dying she lives in Him. So doth the bride 
Of Jesus ; when His image she receives, 
She hastes to perfect union with her Lord, 
Losing herself in Him ; forsaking all 
To live His life. 



TEMPEST SONGS. 

SPIRIT OF THE WIND. SUNBEAMS. 
OCEAN. MOONBEAMS. 
BUTTERFLY. RAINBOW. 
THUNDERS. CLOUDS. 
LIGHTNING. 

SCENE. — THE SEA-COAST. 
TIME. — AN AUGUST EVENING. 
CLOUDS. 

Brothers, rejoice ! the winds are on the wing ; 

See yonder, in the sullen south, the sign 

Of the swift spirits' coming ; mark ye not 

On the horizon scowl the crowded folds 

Of their red, waving banners ! Plume your wings 

To give them chase till morn. 

SUNBEAMS. 

Stay, wanderers, stay, 
Put not away your satin robes as yet ; 
The Spirit of the Wind hath far, to come ; 
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See we have brought some golden combs to smooth 

Your locks out on the sky with. Ah ! ye weep 

For joy, and we each one of us will leap 

Into your crystal tears, and throned there 

Ride round the arched heavens ; our wealthy sire 

Misses us not as yet. 



I am the semi-ring that weds the tears 

And smiles of heaven ; the royal eagle looks, 

And loves, and soars to reach me ; but I rise 

Above him as he rises. I look down 

And watch the summer world, and weeping say, 

" Remember Him whose faithfulness I telL" 

I glass myself in ocean, and the nymphs 

And nereids play with my refulgent hair, 

And paint the shells wherewith they deck their own 

With pencils dipp'd in my fair shadow ; they 

Rejoice beneath my smile of tears. I see 

The storms far off, and with dissolving eyes 

Beseech them to deal gently as they may 

With my beloved earth ; then do I wait 

And watch their coming till I dare no more ; 

Till with their solemn voices they forbid 

My tarrying ; then with ling'ring love I turn 

And gather up my robes and fold my wings, 

And pale and lost in tears I pass away. 

Tell me, dear Ocean, wherefore dost thou chide 

Thy snowy walls so roughly ? dost thou feel 

Th* approaching of the storm, and canst not bind 

Thy joyous passions down ? Wait, wait, oh wait ! 

He cometh but too soon. 

OCEAN. 

Oh Iris ! who dost crown thy circled brow 
So daintily with the seven-coloured hair 
M 



RAINBOW. 
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Of Phoebus, he, who now like Hannibal 

Climbs the high-heaped Alps of sculptur'd clouds, 

In whose deep caverns pillow'd thunders sleep 

Till he has pass'd — oh ! take away thy robes, 

I could not bear to rend them as they lie 

So calmly on my bosom ; take them up, 

And hide thy angel forehead, for I feel 

The steps of the Storm-spirit on my waves 

A thousand leagues away, and ere the sun 

Hath set, he will be here, so linger not, 

Thou chain'st me with Thy tenderness— depart. 



I have launch'd forth from the cliff, oh, thou monarch 

• strong and free ! 
To dance above thy pavement blue, and glass my wings in 
thee ; 

Disporting with the sea-nymphs oft this way I gaily ride, 
And they cannot touch this fairy-wing, though often they 
have tried. 



Go, foolish flutterer, go ; thou art too fair 
To perish till thine hour — thy life too short 
To be destroy*d in bud— go to thy nest 
Empalac'd in some lady-lily's bower, 
Or regal rose's court ; go thou and paint 
Thy star bejewell'd feathers with the blush 
Of evening ; go, and drink the melting pearls, 
And taste the liquid flowers that even now 
Flow from the bosom of the nightingale. 
Depart — the storms are up — I could not hurt 
Thee, oh resplendent creature ! nor despoil 
One ruby on thy plumes : but if thou stay, 
Soon must I snatch thee into death, and tear 
Thy velvet pageantry. 



Rainbow fades. 



BUTTERFLY. 



OCEAN. 
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Prepare your harps, ye Thunders, and thou Sea, 

Thy boundless echoes ; even now we hold 

The Lightning struggling for escape, and when 

Ye see him leaping forth, then lightly sweep 

Your softest strings ; then, as we gather round 

In thicker majesty our robed kings, 

And ye behold the crowded Lightnings flash 

From the conflicting gems of their fire-crowns, 

As they in battle mingle, and the gleams * 

Of their red burnish'd helms, and the swift flames 

Dropp'd from their lofty crests, and the fierce flash 

Of all their crossing spears — then lift ye up 

The trumpet of your voices, then unite 

Your boundless battle-shout, then march ye forth, 

Invisible conquerors, till the scared earth shake 

Under your iron feet. 



Softly from the ocean swelling, 

Softly will we tune our voices, 
Till, in the full anthem pealing, 

All the dome of heaven rejoices. 
Tis a vast and high cathedral, 

Where we pay our homage fair ; 
Heaven doth arch it, ocean pave it, 

Stars and lightnings worship there. 
Gather, oh, ye clouds ! and darken ; 

Sevenfold heap your robes of night ; 
Oceans, shout, and mountains, hearken, 

Hide thyself, thou trembling light. 
List ! the earth is hush'd in terror, 

Light is gone, the day is o'er, 
[lightning.] 
Pause ! now raise your hallelujah, 



THE THUNDERS. 



Shout and echo ! shout and roar. 
m2 
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Now exalt the storm of battle, 
Clarion high and trumpet loud ; 

Shout and echo, roll and rattle, 
Leap and dance from cloud to cloud. 

Underneath the ocean's arches, 
Underneath the solid ground, 

There the stately thunder marches, 
Swell it, swell it, round and round. 

See how gloriously the lightning 
Danceth on the mountain chains ; 

Now 'tis black, and now 'tis bright'ning ; 
Harps of thunder! lift your strains. 

Round the heaven, and round the ocean, 
Down in earth, and up in sky, 

Swell the storm's sublime devotion, 
God doth hear, and stars reply. 

Hallelujah! hallelujah! 

March we o'er the sounding sea, 
Man doth tremble, angels hearken ; 

Angels of the Lord are we. 



Lightnings, we our harps are stringing 
With your shining locks of fire 

Sparkle to our glorious singing, 
Flash from every sweepen lyre. 

Hallelujah! hallelujah! 

Chariot-wheels of God we are ; 
Lightnings ! own His gentle bridle, 

You the steeds, and we the car. 



THUNDERS. 
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Be your footsteps swifter, prouder, 
Let His road be pav*d with flame ; 

Roll, ye wheels of thunder, louder 
Peal the Lord Jehovah's name. 

Hurl the song aloft to madness, 

Poets of the Lord are we ; 
Gouds ! exalt the mighty gladness, 

Sing, thou earth, and swell, thou sea. 

SPIRIT OF THE WIND. 

I come, I come, with my sweeping wings, 
I have lifted the waves, I have startled the clouds, 

They fly, they fly, and the thunder-kings 
Have died away in their mountain shrouds. 

I come, I come, and the foam leaps up 

Like a thousand ghosts from a thousand graves, 

Tis the sparkle that gleams on my banqueting cup 
When I press my light lip to the tops of the waves. 

I come, I come, and the mountain roars, 
And the forests surge, and the city groans ; 

There's a glorious hymn on a thousand shores, 
And the stars keep time on their far-away thrones. 

I come, I come, and the shivering bark 
Flies over the deep like a spirit in chase, 

And the spray is splashing the heavens so dark, 
And the lightning and I will contend in the race. 

I come, I come, and I fill the sky 

And the earth and the sea with a boundless lay ; 
I dance as I shout, and I sing as I fly, 

And music eternal encircles my way. 

I come, I come, and the heavens shall ring 
With a hymn to the Lord of the winds to-night ; 

For His step is abroad on my rapturous wing, 
And He walketh sublime on my measureless flight. 
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Peace, ruthless spirit ; thou hast chas'd us sore, 
Our breath is gone and we will lay us down 
Upon the edges of the ocean line, 
And so depart, and thou shalt have the world 
All to thine own loud presence and wild power. 
But, lo ! the lovely lady of the night 
Riseth to share the empire of the hour. 



Ocean, behold ! thy bride's half-veiled brow 
Is beaming mildly on thy surges tall. 
She spreadeth out her thousand melting locks 
And jewel'd tresses on thy charmed depths, 
0 crowned, crested, king ! so be thou still, 
Bound by the hair of thy beloVd, and lay 
Thy white crowns by ; dost thou not feel her feet 
Light on thy fury ! Honour thy young queen, 
And pave her passage o'er thy pomp, with all 
Thy woven jewels ; let us comb thy rough 
And rent magnificence, 0 giant wild ! 
Put on thy silken robes, for thou must be 
As gentle as thy bride. 



Arise, my empress lady, not one hair 

Of thy smooth tresses shall be rent to-night ; 

Arise, oh loveliest Luna ! for to meek 

And heavenly gentleness still bendeth down 

The pride of power and passion ; Love shall bind 

The lion ocean with a chain of hair. 

Arise young Luna ; rest thy placid face 

On this as placid bosom ; fearless shine, 

And I will be thy mirror : storms are fled, 

And peace returns with thee. 



MOONBEAMS. 



OCEAN. 
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TO MUSIC. 



Oh, lov'd and felt unseen ! from reason's dawn 
How dear to me thou hast been, and art still ! 

How have thy charms this soul allur'd and drawn ; 
How doth thy whisper yet my heart-strings thrill. 

I meet thee by the ocean's lonely shore, 
Where, on the rock, the uplifted billow breaks ; 

I feel thee in the distant thunder's roar, 
And when the midnight storm the city shakes. 

Pacing the heaving deck at nightfall dim, 

Thy presence have I felt on every gaie ; 
Or, lur'd by Philomel's dissolving hymn, 

Have found thee wand'ring deep in starlit vale. 

When, far in solitary wild, I roVd, 
And mourn'd thy absence, lo ! a living spring 

Whispering, betray'd the step of my belov'd, 
And the soft rocking palm confess'd thy wing. 

Lost in the city's crowded solitude 
For thee I listen' d, till, with Sabbath morn, 

Thou earnest dove-like hovering o'er the flood 
Of sound from temple on to temple borne. 

Oh, I have lov'd thee when, from lips sweet-ton'd, 
(As, rous'd by summer wind, the rose's soul,) 

Thou the deep spell of poesie hast own'd, 
And risen o'er me as an incense roll. 

And I have lov'd thee, when, in cherub form, 

From childhood's lips thou shap'st thy heavenward flight, 
Blending their harp-like hearts in praises warm — 

So Iris builds her arch with drops of light. 
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TO THE WHITE ROSE. 



And yet more do I love thee when, at hour 
Of sunset, dim cathedral's mighty pile 

Doth thrill and tremble to thy seraph power, 
Now reaching heaven, now lost in long-drawn aisle. 

Oh, ancient, yet immortal in thy youth ; 

First-born of Joy, thy nurse is Innocence ; 
Pure bride of Love ; akin to Faith and Truth ! 

Language of Eden ; rapture's eloquence ; 

Only in Hell unknown — the lowliest cot, 

The scantiest meal, thy angel voice hath blest ; 

Twin-born with Gratitude in humblest lot, 
Lifting the lark in transport from his nest. 

Ah, meet me at the portal of the grave ! 

Come with the echos of my sister's lyre, 
And teach me, as I pass the parted wave, 

To wake with Jesus' name my harp of fire. 

For thou that name eternally wilt sing ; 

As, when He rear'd Creation's palace first, 
Thy lightning finger swept each seraph string ; 

So from the burning stars thy song shall burst ; 

When, with imperishable brightness crown'd, 
The New Jerusalem shall rise and shine, 

Thy hallelujahs through her courts shall sound ; 
To lead the everlasting hymn be thine. 



Art thou created for a sinner's sight, 

Form'd for these eyes to gaze upon ! 0 say, 
Could purity so exquisitely white, 
Fragrance so soft, be only to delight 

Ungrateful man, and strew a rebel's way ? 



TO THE WHITE ROSE. 




TO THE WHITE ROSE. 
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What hand hath moulded thy ethereal grace ? 
Didst thou from this dark earth indeed arise ! 

0 miracle of beauty ! in thy face 

Pale holiness and glowing love embrace,. 
And in thy hidden heart perfection dies. 

The softest, richest blush thy bosom hides, 
The very breath of love thy sighs distil, 
God's finger-mark on every leaf abides, 
His tender touch in thee, how mildly ! chides 
Our harsh distrust and waywardness of will. 

1 should have deem'd thee form'd for angels' eyes, 
For angels' foreheads only — Eden's bowers — 

How canst thou live beneath these changing skies, 
And breathe this atmosphere of sins and sighs, 
Oh, perfect loveliness I oh, flower of flowers ! 

But I have learn'd, from thy mute eloquence, 

That God hath love to man beyond our thought; 
For what but love unspeakable, intense, 
Breathes from thy bosom on the ravish'd sense ? 
Oh, with what love to sinners thou art fraught ! 

It is as if Heaven did our path beset, 

Besieging us with omnipresent prayers ; 
To melt these icy hearts so frozen yet, 
Ears, eyes, assails, yea, stoops to kiss our feet, 
Lays for our happiness ten thousand snares ; 

Thinks nought too beautiful, too soft, too fine, 
To shower on man, the rebel, the unclean ! 

O lavish goodness ! generousness divine ! 

Written on every flower, in every line, 
And on each glorious bird of beauty seen. 




TO THE WHITE ROSE. 



All springing, like a million gushing streams, 
From Calvary's dear hill — thither we trace 
The tireless love, whose many-colour'd beams 
Pursue our steps, and hover o'er our dreams, 
And hold our struggling hearts in strong embrace. 

O flower ! beloved flower ! the Hand which bled, 

Transfix'd in anguish to the Cross, for me — 
That Hand so delicately shap'd thy head, 
The ointment of His sweetness on it shed, 
And taught the language of His love to thee. 

Now I will tell thee, oh thou perfect flower I 

What thou art like. There was a fair, pale child, 
Came, as thou comest, in our lowly bower, 
To be my mother's joy for one brief hour, 
And then she died ; but on death's bosom smil'd. 

Thou art like her — that fading glow of thine 
Resembles the last colour on her cheek ; 

She was like thee : a heart and hand divine 

Made holy beauty o'er her spirit shine, 
And perfected the praise she could not speak. 

Yes, sister, gather'd young, a white moss-rose 

Born but to open on thy Saviour's breast ; 
Purer and fairer than the whitest snows, 
While in thy heart love's living colour glows, 
And joy's rich fragrance on thy head doth rest. 
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TO THE SEA-BIRD. 



Oh that thou hadst but a soul, Sea-bird ! 

As thou swimmest in heaven so high, 
A spirit to know how thy white wings glow, 
A spirit to feast on the scene below, 

And the waves of the sparkling sky. 

Oh that thou hadst but a soul to feel 

How the sunbeams have rob'd and crown'd thee ; 
How the earth to thee doth her beauty reveal, 
How the ocean doth spread and the heavens unseal 

Their secrets of glory around thee ! 

Oh that there were but a heart to beat 

To the sweep of those graceful pinions ! 
A soul to ride in a chariot so fleet, 
To float in the track of the sunbeams' feet, 
And revel in light's dominions. 

Oh that my soul for a moment might be 

To thy beautiful wings up-caught ! 
That I might on a midsummer morning flee 
Through many bright forms over forest and sea, 

As Pythagoras wildly taught. 

I would borrow, king Eagle, thy loftiest wing, 
And soar where no eye-beam could follow ; 
A carol of praise I would joyously sing 
In the breast of the beautiful bird of the spring, 
In a lonely and moon-lighted hollow. 



* Digitized by 
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TO THE SEA-BIRD. 



Then I would hide in the sky-lark's throat, 

And descend on the rainbow's arch, 
On the clouds of the storm I would fearlessly float, 
And rock on the winds an invisible boat, 

And follow the thunder's march. 

Then would I change to a drop of the spray, 

And dance on the wings of the gale, 
Mad as the hurricane whirl on my way, 
Over fathomless valleys and mountains at play, 

And over the breakers pale. 

Out in the ocean at wild midnight, 

A thousand leagues from shore, 
My spirit should dance round the arches of white, 
When the steeds of the tempest are raving with fright, 

When the hea^ns and the deep do roar. 

I would then be transform'd to the wand'ring gale, 

And chisel the broken waves, 
Gloriously swelling the mission-bark's sail, 
Flushing the cheek of the pining and pale, 

And sighing o'er far-away graves. 

I'd whisper of hope to some sorrowful ear, 
And say to the slave, " Thou art free ! " 
I would catch on my wing eVry sweet I came near, 
And then fly away home, 0 my own mother dear ! 
To bring all my treasures to thee. 
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LEARN FROM A FLOWER. 



A dewdrop and a sunbeam crept at once 

Into a white flower's heart ; one would have thought 

That in so small a chalice could not be 

Space for them both to dwell, yet thus they liv'd ; 

The dewdrop filTd the flower, and then the beam 

FilTd all the drop, and changed it to a gem 

Pure as a diamond. — So in the tear 

Of penitence the light of pardon rests ; 

And where is pearl so pure ? There is a joy 

In that sweet sorrow when the new-born soul, 

Forgiven and trembling with first life, expands 

Like a white flower to the full sun of love 

Who smiles upon her, as meek Mary, kneeling 

To wash the feet of Jesus with her tears. 

Yes, in such grief is joy — there is a bliss 

In pardon'd penitence, so calm, so soft, 

That one, even on the verge of glory, cried, 

" There must be tears in heaven." 



Grew brighter and more bright, and as the flower 
Turn'd her meek head to the cerulean arch, 
That ray wax'd warmer, brighter, more intense ; 
And when the flower had wholly bared her heart 
To the hot sun, the beam absorb'd the drop, 
And all her spotless cup was fill'd with light, 
And sparkled with gold glory. — So when faith 
Fully confides, then love is perfected : 
Her tears are wiped away ; looking no more 
On earth, heaven's shining image she becomes ; 
The exulting soul stretches her wings for bliss, 
Her essence yields to the attracting skies, 
And, wing'd with rapture, to her Fountain flies. 



But the warm ray 
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LEARN FROM A FLOWER. 



But in that pure white flower the steady beam 

Shone on untrembling ; not a cloud had touch' d 

Its source, and as the day's decline drew on, 

Still as the sunbeam slowly stole away, 

The white flower follow'd, turning on her stem, 

Forgetful of the earth on which she grew, 

Her heart absorb'd in heaven, until at last 

The ray grew red, then sloping plaintively 

Into her spotless bosom, pale became 

And paler yet, and as he trembling died, 

A large tear fell into the crystal cup 

Of the bereaved flower, who straight for grief 

Droop' d her white head, and on her delicate stem 

Hung tremulous. Meanwhile the stormy air 

Of chilling night arose, and ruthlessly 

Shook the pale, pendant pearl, and she, forlorn, 

Slowly and one by one clos'd her pure leaves 

Around her glowing heart ; yet as she clos'd 

She ever and anon glanced wistfully 

Toward the still ruddy west, if yet perchance 

She might see but the shadow of that beam 

Which she had nurs'd all day. Oh ! as she gaz'd, 

Another dewdrop, cold and heavy, fell 

On her fair form, which when she felt so chill, 

She wrapt her heart up in her shivering robe, 

And wept the long night through. 



Wept the young orphan Church, when on the cross 
Her Sun went down, her Comforter expired. 
Thou art like Mary at the sepulchre, 
Weeping her Lord departed. Yet, O flower ! 
Such tears may for a night endure, but joy 
With morning cometh. Then, though wet with dew, 
Thou wilt awake to the first sunbeam's kiss, 
As Mary turn'd, and saw through tears her Sun, 
Her risen Life, with fear and mighty joy. 



Like thee, poor flower, 
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COWPER'S WILDERNESS AT WESTON 
UNDERWOOD. 

Hail, sacred solitude ! where walk'd and sigh'd 

The gentle Cowper, dear to man and God ; 
The very air his breath hath sanctified, 

And holier seem the flowers where he hath trod. 
Nay, touch not one wild branch ! let each one grow 

In beautiful disorder ; let them stray, 
As seeking the dear bard who lov'd them so ; 

Oh, let them flourish in their own wild way, 

And in luxuriant loveliness decay. 
Pale snowdrops ! bending fairy heads so lowly, 

Here droop, and wither here ; memorials pure 
Of his humility, his genius holy, 

His tenderness which could no touch endure. 
And ye, bright evergreens ? this soil shall cherish 

Most tenderly your twining loveliness. 
And ye shall speak his fame too pure to perish, 

His lofty immortality express. 
Weep for thy sweetest bard, Rose ! heavenly flower ! 

Bloom in retiring fragrance, bloom and fade ; 
Like him, go hide in lone sequestered bower, 

Like him, sigh forth thy sweets in secret shade. 
Let no irreverent step, no voice of song 

Profane these hollow'd glooms. If thou would'st tread 
This spot aright, come when spring days are long 

At eventide, when stars beam o'er thy head. 
Come when 'tis s^eep'd in floods of moonlight pale ; 

Come when its one dear chosen minstrel singeth, 
(The solemn yet enraptured nightingale ;) 

Come when the night-bud into blossom springeth ; 
Come when the night-wind sighing through the trees 

Wakes strange low music in each dim recess ; 
Oh, choose such only tender hours as these, 

To walk and weep in Cmvper's Wilderness 
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MILTON'S DAUGHTER TO HER FATHER. 

0 mighty sire ! mute ecstasy and wonder 
Exalt and yet o'erwhelm my trembling soul, 

While, as through echo's vale the midnight thunder, 
Thy glorious hymnings through my being roll. 

1 gaze upon thee, when thy pale lips quiver 
With Inspiration's flood betwixt them pent, 

As Israel gaz?d upon their veil'd lawgiver, 
Till by the radiancy the veil seems rent. 

I gaze, as on the sun the flower adoring, 

Till the refulgence overflows my heart, 
Till faint I sink beneath the bright outpouring, 

Too mighty to repress — too great to impart. 

I gaze, as earth, when Cynthia's shade light-fringed 
The splendour of her monarch strives to eclipse, 

By the outbursting zone of radiance tinged 
Glory triumphant leapeth from thy lips. 

I listen, as without the closed portal 
Of vast cathedral thrill'd by midnight psalm, 

Till, caught on high by the wing'd notes immortal, 
With them I soar in clear cerulean calm. 

In thy soul's temple thou dost keep the bridal 

Of virgin Poesy with Truth divine, 
Not at Fame's altar, earth's wide-worshipp'd idol, 

But where cherubic pinions shade the shrine. 

There on the bride's pure brow so deeply bended, 

Lo ! Immortality hath set her wreath, 
Where gems that with the dews of heaVn descended, 

Hang sparkling on the flowers that know not death. 




TO MISS NIGHTINGALE. 
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The bard of earth, for man alone who singeth, 
Is but the electric flash of sudden light ; 

Only to dazzle or destroy he springeth 
From clouds of storm into eternal night. 

But he who draws from heaven, by deep communion, 
His inspiration and exhaustless theme, 

Shines with the Sun of Righteousness in union, 
A pure, beneficent, immortal beam. 



With weeping and shouting we saw them depart, 

There was light in their eye, there was fire in their heart ; 

Their last step on Britain was fearless and proud, 

And the wooden walls shook with their thunder-shout loud ; 

And as wave after wave, like a stream of devotion, 

They roll'd from our breast to the bosom of ocean, 

The sunbeams of Spring on their helmets were glancing, 

Their plumes to the music of triumph were dancing : 

Their banners wav'd wide, on Hope's pinions dispread, 

And victory fluttered high over their head ; 

But the eye of Victoria grew dim as it fell 

On her bright legions shouting their thunder farewell : 

And weeping we follow' d their steps to the shore, 

Well knowing full many must tread it no more. 

They shone on our tears, as we hung on their march 

A rainbow of triumph, a glitt'ring arch : 

Where now the bright gems of that shining array, 

That leap'd from our crown like Niagara's spray ? 

Lo ! thousands are lying all scatter^ and pale 

On the heights of the Alma, in Varna's dark vale ; 



TO MISS NIGHTINGALE. 



October, 1854. 
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TO MISS NIGHTINGALE. 



The men that went forth for their country to die, 

Ah ! see them down-smitten in agony lie ; 

To the mouth of the cannon like billows they rode, 

To the depth of the furnace a torrent of gold ; 

They clave the dark stream like a river of flame, 

Then blazing, expired on the altar of Fame. 

Alas ! 'mid the clarion, thrilling and clear, 

The groans of our wounded, our loVd ones, we hear ; 

How low lies the forehead, unpillow'd, unfann'd, 

That was rais'd like a rock for his love and his land ! 

How feeble the pulse in that resolute wrist ! 

How droops the white plume that Britannia kiss'd ! 

As the foam that the storm over ocean has dash'd, 

Lie the feathery snows that so loftily flash'd ; 

But, lo ! o'er that ocean of torture and night, 

As the maidenly moon in her tremulous light, 

The Angel of Mercy has risen to shed 

Heaven's dew from her wings on the dying and dead. 

The eagle heart, pierc'd in his proudest career, 

Sinks, sinks on the plain, but his mate is not here ; 

Alone he must bleed out his life and his love ; 

But what is that flutter ? the wing of a Dove ! 

O'er the deluge of war with her olive she flies, 

The soldier looks upward, and smiles as he dies, 

For she led him, blood-stain'd, to the fountain which flows 

Salvation alike for himself and his foes. 

0 Florence ! the widow shall bless thee for this, 

The lip of the orphan thy footprint shall kiss : 

And History's finger, in letters of light, 

Thy name on the heart of thy country will write ; 

But the loveliest gem of thy amaranth wreath 

Is Gratitude's tear in the eyeball of death. 
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WILLIAM PENN. 



Though envy rage, and ignorance declaim, 

Truth writes in adamant his honour* d name 

High in the ranks of the triumphant band, 

Pilgrims on earth who seek the better land, 

Who leave the world's proud diadems beneath, 

And climb the cross to grasp a fadeless wreath. 

O Cross of Jesus ! who the sweets can show 

That from thy bitter root perennial grow, 

Save those who bind thee to their bleeding breast, 

In daily agony, yet constant rest ? 

Yes ! take the unsightly plant, the precious seed, 

And bind it to thy heart, though that heart bleed ; 

Nurse it with prayer — guard it to death's stern strife, 

Then will it bear for thee a crown of life. 

He, William Penn, did love it. His clear eye 

Rose up to heaven, passing earth's jewels by ; 

There he beheld a diadem of light 

Which few aspir'd to win, though wia all might ; 

His spirit fiVd for the immortal prize, 

And the world faded in his kindling eyes. 

What is the world to a celestial crown ? 

He clasp'd the Cross, and cried, " Set my name down ! " 

With that self-slaying weapon, bold for truth, 

The world he conquer'd, while but yet a youth : 

A stripling David, see him seek the fight, 

Hardy to suffer, steadfast for the right. 

Mark how he braves the scoffs of worldlings gay, 

And turns triumphant from their joys away ; 

See how his heart bleeds anguish when his sire 

Forbids him what the laws of truth require ; 

See how he tears himself from home's repose, 

And for the sake of Christ, a pilgrim goes ; 
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WILLIAM PENN. 



Endures a mother's tears, a father's frown ; 

For these are in his way to that bright crown. 

Behold him as a stranger poor despis'd, 

Leave all the wealth and fame by worldlings priz'd ; 

And as th' aspiring eagle quits her nest 

And lifts to the broad heavens her heaving breast, 

So he, with swelling soul and burning eye, 

Launch' d forth from all below, and sought the sky. 

Storms struggled with his wings ; base Envy raised 

Her smoke to blacken where such brightness blazed, 

And Persecution bribed her slaves to swear 

His guilt of virtues they refus'd to share. 

Behold him now arraign'd, a prisoner free ! 

His crime is truth— guilty, his noblest plea. 

Behold him in the dungeon, pouring mind 

And might from giant powers they could not bind ; 

Shining in darkness, fetterless in chains, 

Glorious in ignominy, strong through pains ; 

A monarch in a prison, a bright flame 

No floods could quench, no fraud nor fury tame ; 

Heedless of agony, it upward flew, 

Burning alike earth's pomps and prisons through. 

Behold him now, meek messenger of grace, 

Preaching the Cross he loves from place to place, 

Uncheck'd by cruelty his conquering love, 

He crosses ocean like the sent-forth dove ; 

The thunder of the waves, the savage shore, 

Do but exalt his rising soul the more ; 

The fierce wild Indian throws away his dart, 

Pointless rebounding from that crystal heart ; 

The suffering saints crowd to his fostering wing, 

He reigns, the servant — and he serves, the king. 

Childlike, he takes the power by Heaven assign'd 

To exert it as a hand to bless mankind. 

Mildly he bears reproach— meekly, renown, 

For all are in his path to that bright crown. 




THE CONVICT SHIP. 
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Behold him as a father ; hand in hand 
With his loVd wife, he leads a beauteous band ; 
Receives a cherish'd Isaac* from his Lord, 
Restores the costly offering at His word ; 
Conducts in virtue's paths his household train, 
And points them to the crown he liv'd to gain. 
Thus having fought the well-contested field, 
The Cross his banner red, and faith his shield, 
At every point of duty proved and tried, 
And victor over sin on every side, 
His Saviour and his Strength approving siniTd 
The long-sought crown to His true champion child. 



ELIZABETH FRY'S FAREWELL VISIT TO THE 
" MARIA" FEMALE CONVICT SHIP, OFF DEPT- 
FORD. 



" She stood at the door of the cabin, attended by her friends 
and the captain ; the women on the quarter-deck facing them. 
The Bailor*, anxious to see what was going on, clambered into 
the capstan, or mingled in the outskirts of the group. The silence 
was profound, when Mrs. Fry opened her Bible, and in a clear, 
audible voice, read a portion from it. The crews of the other 
vessels in the tiers, attracted by the novelty of the scene, leant 
over the ships on either side, and listened apparently with great 
attention ; she closed the Bible, and, after a short pause, knelt 
down on the deck and implored a blessing on this work of Chris 
tian charity. 

" Many of the women wept bitterly ; all seemed touched. 
When she left the ship they followed her with their eyes and 
their blessings ; until, her boat having passed within another 
tier of vessels, they could see her no more." — Lift of Mrs. Fry, 



* His son Springett. 



p. 321. 
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THE CONVICT SHIP. 



Hark ! it is the voice of prayer 

From a bark of sin and woe ; 
Who is she that kneeleth there ? 
Who is she so meek and fair ? 

Ah ! you weeping women know. 
They, a dark, degraded band, 

Yielding to the tempter, fell ; 
They are stamp'd with felon's brand, 
Outcasts from their fatherland, 

Dwellers long in convict cell. 
Man despis'd, but Jesus bent 

Yearning o'er the prisoners' groan ; 
Mercy to their aid He sent, 
At His word His servant went, 

Breathing love on hearts of stone. 
Delicate, refin'd, and fair, 

From her lovely home she fled, 
Dying souls' distress to share, 
And the dwelling of despair 

Thrill'd as at an angel's tread. 
Yet it was no angel form, 

But a mother-hearted soul 
As a living fountain warm ; 
There dwelt He who hush'd the storm, 

Strong to calm and to control. 
He whose heart is purest love 

Thus in human temple came, 
Sin and suffering to remove ; 
She was mercy's mission-dove, 

And her olive-leaf His name. 
This was all her mystic might, 

Key of nature's hardest lock, 
Star of sorrow's deepest night, 
Prisoners' freedom, blind ones' sight, 

Rod to melt the stony rock. 




THE CONVICT SHIP. 
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Lo ! they weep — those smitten stones — 

Angels smile such tears to see, 
Listen to her tender tones, 
Preaching to the prison' d ones 

That their spirits may go free. 
'T is deliverance from the chains 

Of the soul she smiling tells ; 
Healing for its direst pains, 
Fountain for its blackest stains, 

Hope and heaven for darkest cells. 
Now the solemn hour is nigh : 

Cast on ocean's restless waves, 
They must far from Britain fly ; 
All must labour, some must die, 

Far from their own household graves. 
Yet that form of mercy still 

Lingers o'er the exile host ; 
Ah, what cares her bosom thrill ! 
Ah, what prayers her spirit fill ! 

" Shall these wandering sheep be lost ? " 
So much pitied, so long mourn'd, 

Orphans, now, of her bereft ; 
Thus the Hebrew mother yearn'd, 
When from Nile she slowly turn'd 

Where her treasured ark was left. 
Hark ! she reads the precious word, 

Silence holds the trembling air ; 
Scarce a breeze the river stirr'd, 
Only Mercy's voice is heard ; 

0 what need of mercy there ! 
Climbing in the rigging high, 

Charm' d, from many a stately ship, 
Sailors bend their ears and try 
To receive the melody 

Flowing from that tuneful lip. 
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TUB CONVICT SHIP. 



Stormy sons of ocean bend 

Quiet as the babe at rest ; 
So the desert flowers expand 
When the drops of heaven descend 

Softly on the soil distressed. 

Now the melting music stops ; 

Wherefore pause, thou sweetest strain ? 
Sharon's odours — balmy drops — 
Dew from Zion's mountain tops — 

Showers of mercy, weep again ! 

See, before a thousand eyes, 

Smiling angels, weeping men, 

Kneeling 'neath the opening skies, 

To the Lord of all she cries : 

Was not Jesus present then ? 

Many a heavy eye is wet, 

Many a harden'd heart is movM ; 
Powerful pleader, plead thou yet, 
Hold them, hold them at the feet 

Of thy Master well-beloved. 

Will they ever hear again 

Sounds so beautiful as these ? 

Will the echo haunt the main, 

Calling up a holy pain, 

Bowing the now bended knees ? 

But the precious moment flies, 

And the farewell word is o'er ; 

Now her boat eludes their eyes, 

And the convict bosom sighs, 
" I shall never see her more." 
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JOHN AND MARY FLETCHER, OF MADELEY. 



How simple was bis aim ! 

His zeal how warm and bright ! 
It had the intensity of flame, 

The purity of bght 

A clear and living stream, 
Fresh from the Cross it rose, 

And, free as Mercy's boundless beam, 
Encircled friends and foes. 

His love's outstretching hands 

Bigotry's fetters broke, 
As Samson burst Philistia's bands, 

When in his strength he woke. 

Like the beloved John, 

How near his Lord he press'd ; 
With infant meekness, leaning on 

His worshipped Master's breast 

While, lowly Mary, thou 
Like her thy name who bore, 

Didst at the feet of Jesus bow, 
Love's ointment there to pour. 

Oh, union rarely felt ! 

Souls for each other born ! 
Twin jewels, into one they melt, 

The crown of Christ to adorn. 

His love creates, cements, 
And consummates their bliss ; 

No earthly flame so pure, intense, 
Self-conquering, as this. 
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TO HANNAH MORE. 



Death hath not strength so great : 
The soul that triumph'd first 

Still hoverM, singing, round its mate, 
Till she her cage had burst. 

And now their seraph souls 

In one full stream unite, 
Which all its flood of glory rolls 

Into the sea of light. 



Thy mind was masculine — a sunbeam bright, — 

Thy heart all feminine as Luna's light ; 

That heart with woman's tenderness controlled 

The powerful intellect, acute and bold ; 

So gentle maid the fiery steed may ride, 

Or the pale moon command the ocean's tide. 

Thy shafts, though aimed by truth, were wiug'd by love ; 

Thine eye the eagle's, but thy heart the dove. 

On thy fair brow the gems of wit were set 

In the pure gold of Mercy's coronet. 

Even Thy youthful graces move their feet 

To the soft measure that the virtues beat ; 

And if we watch them close, as years revolve, 

Into those very virtues they dissolve, 

Till round thy dying bed we only see 

Three angels, — Faith, and Hope, and Charity. 

Thy " path, the shining light," seemed first obscure, 

But terminated in resplendence pure. 

A partial mist around thy spring-buds lay, — 

Thy summer flowers broke into brilliant day ; 

While rich and ripe, with heaven's own sunshine flush'd, 

The abundant vintage of thine autumn blush'd, 

Declaring in its mildly mellow'd fruit 

Deep union with thy Lord, the Living Root. 
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The tints of earthly palette fade and faint, 
Struggling the picture of thy life to paint, 
I see thee in thy youth, a sparkling thing ! 
A flashing diamond in Fashion's ring : 
The eyes of Johnson, Garrick, Burke, and Pitt, 
Are dazzled with the lightnings of thy wit ; 
To thee proud jewell'd beauty yields the palm, 
And tears confess thy muse's power to charm. 

I see thee now by gentlest hand redeem'd 
From the gay circle where thy dawning gleain'd, 
And, dipt in the full fount of life divine, 
Set in the crown of Christ, anew to shine. 
How soft ! how chastened now thy purer ray ! 
A morning star of everlasting day. 
Thy genius, casting off the plumes of pride, 
Becomes Humility's white-veiled bride ; 
Thy muse, a wild and sportive bird in youth, 
Now, dove-like, yokes her to the car of Truth ; 
And Helicon's perfum'd, but fading rose, 
Around the Cross an amaranthine grows. 

I see thee now in calm retirement set, 

As in the valley Mercy's violet ; 

Instead of Beauty's eye and Genius' brow 

Lo ! childhood's smile reflects thy brightness now. 

Ah, fragrant rose ! the infant moss perfuming : 

Beautiful lily ! 'mid the daisies blooming 

Mother in Israel ! hark ! with blessings loud 

Thy lovely schools around thee singing crowd ! 

Patriot ! firm as Regulus ! and brave 

As Claudius' vestal child her sire to save, — 

The oil of thy calm eloquence assuaged 

The billows of a nation's heart, enraged : 

Sweet halcyon ! o'er the waves thy glory winging ; 

Meek dove ! thy olive-leaf to Britain bringing ! 
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I see thee at thy sister's dying bed, 

Like Vesper with her sunshine-circled head, 

Still pointing — as in glory's fervid west 

Thy kindred spirit slowly sinks to rest — 

To the bright region of eternal skies, 

Where thou and thy sweet sister-stars shall rise ; 

A constellation, love-link'd and love-guided, 

And shining with a splendour undivided. 

Thy soul was like some peaceful house of prayer 
When lamps of evening worship tremble there ; 
For so, in consecration warm and bright, 
The pure affections fill'd thy breast with light ; — 
And, as such lamps in flush of dawning day 
Merge, melting into heaven their tender ray, 
So, in thy bosom every earth-lit beam 
Dissolv'd in Heaven's joy-inundating stream ; 
Till, as we watch thee at the pearly portal, 
A glory-deluge floods thy all of mortal ; 
We see thy lustre-dropping mantle fall, 
And see no more, — for God is all in all. 



As some rich bark, bearing uncounted gold, 
Or food for starving thousands, in her hold, 
Tortured by envious blasts, by billows toss'd, 
Holds her true course, life-laden, never lost, 
So Tyndale, bearing precious seed conceal' d, 
Weeping and sowing, driven from field to field, 
By secret power sustained, and wisdom led, 
(lave Britain the pure gold, the living bread. 
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ON THE DEATH OF DR. BEAUMONT * 

I saw the lark that loves the skies ascending 

On wings of ecstasy the sunny height, 
Till with the waves of glory round him blending, 

Hidden in heaven, lost in a sea of light 

The echoes to sweet Philomel were ringing, 
But while the grove yet lulTd to rapture lay, 

In sudden silence died the impassioned singing, — 
The nightingale had sung her soul away. 

So worshipping he fell, — and was this dying ? 

The spirit upward borne on wings of praise, 
The fire-fledg'd arrow sudden heav'nward flying, 

The altar-flame dissolved in brightest blaze. 

Calm rolls Niagara, the wide world's wonder, 

Calmest, sublimest, at her glorious fall ; 
Then, leaping into everlasting thunder, 

Sinks worshipping before the Lord of all. 

And so he fell, — the full stream of devotion 

Gathered its billows to one mighty roll ; 
Then, sinking in eternity's bright ocean, 

Broke into bliss the torrent of his soul. 

'Twas meet, 'twas merciful, a soul flame-winged 
Should ne'er be caged by languor and decay ; 

Meet, the bright harp, unbroken, lightning-stringed, 
Should, tremulous with praise, be snatch'd away. 

Thus, while Elisha yet his voice attended, 
The mighty prophet's fiery car had flown ; 

So our Elijah suddenly ascended, 

Translated from the temple to the throne. 

June 21sf, 1855. 

* Who died in the pulpit of Waltham- Street Chapel, Hull. 
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u HARPS OF GOD." 

REV. XV. 2. 

Where are the harps of God ? 

Down in the deep 
Dark valleys, where the thunder echoes sleep ; 
Which, to the sweepings of His lightning fingers, 
Awake, and roar, and shout, and swell, and roll, 
And circle round the spiry monuments, 
And leap from hill to hill, and march along 
Ravines unfathomable, with a sound 
That makes the dumb rocks tremble. Hush ! it dies 
In echoes measureless;— sky, sea, and earth, 
Repeat it : hark ! and uow it bursts again 
In mighty hallelujah, for behold, 
His finger sweeps the clouds, and lo ! they sparkle 
With joy's quick lightnings ! Hush, it is God's harp. 

Where are the harps of God ? High in the heavens, 

Among the summer clouds, their soft strings lie, 

All made of silver drops, mercy's bright tears ; 

And when His sunbeam finger toucheth them, 

The rainbow riseth up, a silent song, 

Weeping His praise. A harp of loftier tone 

Is the high heaven, that glorious circle, strung 

With countless stars ; they all have souls ; and eacli 

Dissolves in harmony, touch' d by His breath, 

And the stupendous hymn floats round and round 

His broad creation's hills, a deluge of delight. 

W T here are the harps of God ? He hath a deep 

And rich-ton'd lyre, 0 sea, in thy high heads 

Which shake off their white crowns in glorious sheets, 

Swept by His swift storm-fingers. And He hath 

A many-stringed harp in forests, where 

No foot of man's ere trod, and in the streams 

Of giant waterfalls. Hark, bend thy ear ! 
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The thousand harps of God are loud and clear 

Through the glad universe : His kingdom breathes 

An everlasting hymn ; His palace all 

Is paved and roof d with music ; every step 

And look awakes an echo. Shall not then 

That beauteous mystery which He hath robed 

In His own nature, and ordained to share 

His palace, even man's tolood-ransom'd soul, 

Shall not this be His lyre most exquisite, 

Answering all the pulses of His Spirit ? 

Shall she, that bride redeemed, know no song i 

Hark ! from the New J erusalem ascends 

The perfect harmony; " To Him that lov*d 

And wash'd us in His blood, glory and praise !" 



I am the white-rob'd daughter of the blast, 
I veil my face in storms, and weep so fast, 
My tears in millions on the forest lie, 
And in the myriad waves of ocean die. 
They, giant billows, on my whiteness gazing, 
Mimic my purity, their foam-crests raising, 
And list'ning to the music of my singing, 
And how I sweep my harp of tempest stringing, 
On their mad horses as o'er mountains flying, 
Shout as I weep, and thunder to my sighing. 
O'er the vast city all night long I'm weeping, 
Where mirth is revelling and death is sleeping. 
Then to the wilderness I glide to wail, 
And meet my fairest child, my snowdrop pale ; 
It is my tears that bleach her spotless head : 
A bridal veil o'er earth's green brow I spread, 
Beneath my robe her cradled first-born rest, 
Warm life extracting from my shivering breast. 
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THE CHILDREN OF THE TEAR. 



FEBRUARY. 



I am far fairer than my sister past, 

Yet I, too, am the daughter of the blast ; 

My tears are mix'd with smiles, my clouds are broken, 

I bind my storm-rent locks with Spring's first token ; 

I call a thousand sleeping buds to awake, 

The songster's nest I build, and then I break. 

I am a wild and wilful spirit, playing 

With little ice-bound streams, and then delaying ; 

Now, like young May, I dance across the mead, 

Now, like December, ride my tempest steed ; 

Yes, I can ride old ocean's foaming horses, 

And I can kiss the blue streams from their sources ; 

Yes, I have voices like an infant's prattle, 

And shouts like warriors' riding to the battle. 

The yellow-hammer hears my step, and sings, 

And the hedge-sparrow shakes his merry wings ; 

The lilac-tree puts forth her dainty bloom, 

And the thrush whistles " Spring is almost come." 



A rough and racing boy I am, 

Yet in my arms I hold a lamb ; 

Some think me as a lion bold, 

My hair is rough, my breath is cold ; 

And yet I am not always wild, 

I have the nature of a child, 

For sometimes I can sweetly play, 

And trim my locks with blossoms gay, 

And whistle to my pet birds' song, 

And smile and frolic all day long ; 

But if the stern north-east awake, 

The forests feel my step, and shake ; 

Like the young lion to his prey, 

I rush upon my whirlwind way 



MARCH. 
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I stamp upon my flowers, and roar, 
Dashing the foam from shore to shore ; 
Till, from the southern deep, I hear 
A voice of music, soft and clear : 
It is my sister April's voice ; 
I go, yet going, I rejoice. 
She comes ! she comes ! I hear her sing ; 
See on her breast the new-born Spring ! 
That lovely babe is waking now, 
The rainbow is upon her brow : 
Among her curls, with sunbeams gilt, 
The nightingale his nest has built : 
The rustle of the warbler's wing 
Awoke the sleeping infant Spring. 
She smiles— I hear her joyous cry, 
Farewell ! to other lands I fly! 



Brother, farewell ; thy stormy blasts remove, 

The Spring can only breathe the air of love ; 

Her darling nightingale is pouring clear, 

Rapturous music into midnight's ear. 

Hark ! hark ! 'tis Spring's first carol : from her throne, 

My breast, she leaps to earth, and walks alone. 

See, where her tiny foot touch'd greensward first, 

A thousand daisies from earth's bosom burst ; 

See, where she runs, what flowers her steps pursue, 

And from her hands these violets she threw ; 

Young butterflies around her tresses cling, 

To meet her how the swallow tries his wing ! 

My child, my lovely Spring, now needs no more 

Her tender nurse, and April's reign is o'er. 

MAY. 

I am the merry child, the youthful Spring ! 
The bright-haired maiden of the fairy wing ! 



APRIL. 



o 
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A thousand pearls among my ringlets play, 

Young children pluck them out and call them May ; 

A million emeralds my robes adorn, 

The lowly lily on my brow is borne ; 

The purple orchis and the king-cup spread 

Their carpet delicately where I tread : 

The soft, green corn is my gay mantle now, 

The swallow circles singing round my brow ; 

But childhood's sparkling dew-drops vanish soon, 

And I resign my bowers to lovelier June. 

JUNE. 

I am a happy shepherdess, and by the placid stream, 
I lead my flocks to bathe their wool, and hide from noon-day 
beam! 

And while the shepherds far and near take off the cumbrous 
fleece, 

I walk among my hay-makers and sing of love and peace. 
The storm may cross my deep blue sky, the thunder's peal 
may raise 

A wild and solemn harmony, yet still its voice is praise. 
Soon, soon, the storm is silent, the heavens again are bright, 
And, in the fresh green pastures, forth I lead my lambs so 
white. 

Say, can ye count the flowers that bloom among my golden 
hair? 

V 

Behold my chosen, queenly rose, the rose I love to wear, 
But while I watch she fades away — my fairest roses die, 
For see, it is my sister comes— the lily-crown'd July. 

JULY. 

Yes, I am come with lilies tall and white, 
And yellow robes with golden sunbeams bright ; 
Amid thick rustling groves of shady trees 
I guide to mossy seats of softest ease, 
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Where dragon-flies may poise the quivering wing, 
And the gay grasshopper his transport sing ; 
Where the soft odour of the hay-field breathes, 
And blue convolvulus the thicket wreathes ; 
Where countless winged creatures dance and play, 
And the rich bee goes murmuring on his way ; 
Come to my bowers, and watch the reapers by, 
They go to toil, for August now is nigh. 



I am a sturdy harvestman, my brow is hot and brown, 
I labour from the early morn until the sun goes down ; 
Look on my wide and waving fields, o'er continent and isle, 
The shining flood of plenty rolls, and makes the valleys smile. 
Lo ; to the dancing winds it heaves its glitt'ring fulness free, 
Then breaks into a thousand sheaves, like billows on the sea, 
Where stores of health and heaps of wealth, both rich and 

poor may share, 
And oh, that men would praise the Lord, who giveth and to 



I am a thoughtful matron, grave, not like the youthful May, 
Mine is the tender, solemn time, when youth is pass'd away ; 
A soft and silver shadow stealeth slowly o'er my brow, 
And quiet is my footstep, and my voice is mild and low. 
I am a mother fond and sad, and gaze with tearful eye 
Upon my fading children, for I feel they soon must die ; 
Yet am I not unlovely quite, though from my fading crown 
The dying roses droop their heads, the yellow leaves fall 
down ; 

Come, search my sunny orchard-groves, rich, ripen'd fruit 
they yield, 

And broad and bright my harvest moon shines like a silver 



AUGUST. 



spare. 



SEPTEMBER. 



shield. 
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THE CHILDREN OF THE YEAR. 



OCTOBER. 



Though wither'd leaves my wreath compose, 
Though soon my hours of sunshine close, 
Yet oft serene my nut-brown face, 



The redbreast has a song for me, 
And nuts are on my forest-tree. 
The swallow will not stay, I know, 
But mine the hardy northern crow, 
Mine the rich plum and juicy vine, 
And Anna's birthday, too is mine. 



Ah, I am come ! and ye greet me not, 

Fear and aversion are ever my lot ; 

Ye shrink from the sound of my voice of storm, 

And dread the approach of my shadowy form ; 

Ye know that my brow is heavy and dull, 

And scarcely a blossom have I to cull ; 

Ye know that my forehead with mist is veil'd, 

And the blast at my coming hath moan'd and wail'd ; 

I have torn from the branches the leaves that stayM, 

And bid the shiv'ring chrysanthemum fade ; 

I have strewn the foam o'er the ocean wide, 

And the bee has gone to her nest to hide ; 

I chase the butterflies all away, 

And the dear little dormouse has finish'd her play 

The Michaelmas daisy hides her head, 

The birds of the summer are far away fled ; 

Yet murmur ye not, I am doing my work, 

And under my frowns future summer-beams lurk ; 

But since ye so hate me, I'll hasten away, 

Short is the reign of November's day. 



I come, I come ! ye love me well ! a thousand hearts are 



And berries bright my hedges grace. 



NOVEMBER. 



DECEMBER. 



leaping 




LOVELY SPRING. 



197 



To hear my voice, my deep, bass voice, loud o'er the city 
sweeping ; 

The little schoolboy knows my call, my blast he doth not 
chide, 

For my rough old arms will bear him to his gentle mother's 
side ; 

He loves me, for I make the pond a merry playing-place, 
And he makes and takes my snowballs with a red good- 

temper'd face ; 
He knows I bring the festival, when sisters all are home, 
And father is so happy that his girls and boys are come, 
And mother spreads her largest board, her whitest cloth 

displays, 

And round the altar each records the Babe of Bethlehem's 
praise : 

And looking back upon the year, in every month they find 
A theme for gratitude to Him Who is for ever kind ; 
Protection in the tempest hour His guardian mercy gave, 
It hid them from the pestilence, or bore them o'er the wave ; 
The smiling flowers of early Spring dropp'd from His open 
hand ; 

It gemm'd the butterfly's gay wing — it bless'd our native 
land ; 

It pouVd the fruits of Autumn forth, so sweet, so rich, so free ; 
It guards our shelter* d families — its shade be over thee. 



LOVELY SPRING * 

In answer to the Poem entitled "Hateful Spring."— Chambers* 
Edinburgh Journal, No. 110, Feb., 1846. 

Thou say'st that Spring is hateful, because her blossoms 
bright 

Conceal the treasure of thy heart from thine adoring sight, 
* See pp. 198, 199. " Hateful Spring." 
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LOVELY SPRING. 



Bat what is she to all the burst, and blush, and bloom, of 
Spring ? 

How dark the soul, at such a time, that thinks of mur- 
muring ! 

Thy love has eyes of dewy blue; but Spring's young glowing 
sky 

Reveals a charm thou canst not find in earthly maiden's eye. 
Her lip is not so fragrant as the infant lily's bell ; 
Her voice is not so tender as the voice of Philomel. 

She hath a graceful form, thou say'st — go ! mark the bow of 
Spring 

That spans the gloomy arch of heaven, a broad and bridal 
ring, 

And tell me if that bridge of gems built o'er the waves of 
storm, 

Hath not more perfect symmetry than thy fair idol's form. 
Bright is her brow ? — the snowdrop's hath a brightness purer 



Fair is her hand ?— not half so fair as May's white blossoms 



The violets wake in every vale, dropp'd from the land of love, 
And tell of Spring and joy to come, like the returning dove. 



" HATEFUL SPRING ! " 
[from the "chansons" of beranger.] 
"All the Winter, from my window, 

Have I watch'd a damsel fair ; 
Loving, though we both were strangers, 

Sending kisses through the air. 
Gazing through her leafless lattice, 

Every day did pleasure bring ! 
Now green boughs the lattice shadow — 

Why return 'st thou, hateful Spring ? 



far ; 



are ; 
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They crowd around the humblest cot, they deck the courtly 
bower, 

The peasant has her primrose wreath, the queen her favourite 
flower, 

They, sympathizing dear ones, come their tearful heads to wave 
Over the dust of those we love, the low and lonely grave. 

Ah ! gentle Spring, she ne*er forgets the tear-bedewed tomb ; 
She scatters there her daisy-drops, like stars on midnight 
gloom : 

Why does she draw her curtain green betwixt thy love and thee ? 
Thy blinded eyes to open, and thy fettered heart to free. 



" In that thick and verdant cover, 

The sweet graceful form is lost 
Which I daily saw there, throwing 

Food to poor birds through the frost ; 
Those dear warblers were the signal 

Of our love's awakening ; 
Snow of all things is most lovely — 

Why return'st thou, hateful Spring ? 

(< But for thee, I still might see her 

Rising fresh from sweet repose, 
Rosy, as wheu young Aurora 

Dawn's gray curtains does unclose ! 
And I still might say at even, 

When her lamp is vanishing, 
' Now my star has set— she slumbers ' — 

Why return'st thou, hateful Spring ? 

" How my fond heart prays for winter, 

How I long to hear again 
Sleet and hailstones lightly beating 

Music on the window pane. 
Flowers and zephyrs, summer evenings, 

Unto me no joy can bring, 
Since I see my love no longer — 

Why return'st thou, hateful Spring ? 



" D. M. M." 
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a mother's love. 



Go forth and meet the soft, young Spring— the love, the 
bride, of earth, 

Daisies her crown, violets her breath, her essence hope and 
mirth ; 

Oh, I would have all hearts rejoice, all lips in chorus sing, 
" Father in heaven, we bless Thee, for Thy beauteous angel, 
Spring ! w 

We know the human bosom hath its depth of love to pour 
On some dear, worshipp'd object, as the billows on the shore ; 
That tide of love, unebbing, strong, the feet of God should 
kiss 

And mirror all the countless stars, that drink their light from 



Give me the great, the glowing heart, unbounded, full and free, 
A temple for all loveliness, a heaven-reflecting sea, 
In whose clear depths ten thousand pearls their cluster' d 
rays may shed, 

But on its mighty waves of love Christ's feet alone may tread. 

0 why contract thy ample soul, one only gem to enshrine, 
And for a single star forget the infinite sunshine ? 
Idolater ! ten thousand flowers are speaking love to thee, 
Then bid thy soul flow forth in joy, on Spring's unbounded sea. 



The mother had ud dress 1 d her child 

At close of summer day, 
Then laid him in his frolic wild 

Down at the door to play. 

Awhile, on household task intent, 

She left him to his joy, 
List'ning the laughter innocent 

Of her bright, happy boy. 



His. 
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An eagle in the zenith hung, 

And watch'd the babe's blue eyes, 
Then, as the falling lightning, sprung 

Upon the beauteous prize. 

He seized him by a girdle, tied 

Around him loose and free ; 
See, now they mount and now they ride 

Aloft o'er land and sea. 

High in the heavens the eagle proud 

Poises the precious child, 
Half lost amid the thunder cloud, 

Borne on the breezes wild. 

Awhile he hangs, then speeds his flight 

Athwart the lightning's wing ; 
And now upon the sea-rock's height 

Stands the strong feather'd king. 

There is his nest, no human eye 

Hath found that secret spot ; 
The billows toss their heads to spy, 

The sea-birds know it not. 

And here he drops the astonish'd child, 

Amid his own fierce brood ; 
The rock is rough, the nest is wild, 

With bones the crags are strew'd. 

The little baby looks around, 

And calls his mother dear, 
But there is no sound through the gloom profound, 
Save the thunder echoing round and round, 

And the eaglets' screeching clear. 

He stretches abroad his hands, and now 

His cheeks with tears are wet ; 
Oh, mother, nlother! where art thou ? 

He hath not perish'd yet ! 
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She comes, she comes ! the terrible steep 

Cannot that heart deter ; 
Oh, she flies, she flies ! for the angels keep, 

And the road is smooth for her. 

(A shepherd had mark'd the eagle's way, 

And told the mother the spot : 
" Oh kneel ! " he cried, " thou canst only pray, 

For mortal can save him not." 

But she never stay'd to wait for aid, 

Nor kneel, nor think, nor weep, 
Yet surely her soul within her pra/d 

As she ran up the mountain steep). 

Wing'd with love and fright, o'er precipice height, 

And cavern, and crag, and hollow, 
Like an angel she flew, with a footstep true, 

Where the bravest could not follow. 

Up the perilous steep, o'er the thundering sea, 
'Mid the gloom and the lightnings' glare, 

Did her white robe stream like a spectral gleam, 
Or a star on the stormy air. 

Oh, love ! triumphant o'er death and dread ; 

Conqueror of space and time ! 
What path so rough that thou canst not tread, 

So steep that thou wilt not climb ? 

On, on she flies, and her beaming eyes 

Are fixed on the babe the while ; 
Oh, he knoweth her well, and his heart doth swell, 

And his lips begin to smile. 

She is trembling now on the precipice brow, 

She has come to the eagle's nest ; 
The eagle screams, and the lightning gleams, 

But the baby is on her breast ! 
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Oh, her heart is broken with rapture unspoken, 

She utters no word of bliss ; 
But she presses her lip to his smiling cheek 

In a long and rapturous kiss. 

She is trembling now on the precipice brow 
As she turns to her terrible road ; 

But the angels meet and hold up her feet, 
And the lightnings her pathway shoVd. 

She is safe, she is safe ! and her rescued dove 
Will be dreaming sweet dreams ere long 

Of a ride above and a mother's love — 
That love so swift and strong. 



THE ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH. 

Come and try thy speed with me, 
Winged Spirit of the Wind ! 

Choose thy course— the land — the sea — 
Lo ! I leave thee far behind. 

While, o'er ocean's lofty wave, 
Thou the monarch, man, dost bear, 

I, beneath the sailor's grave, 
Rush, his herald pioneer. 

Sister lightnings ! as ye dart 

Chainless round the mountain steeps, 
I am tam'd, and taught by art 

How to pierce the mountain's deeps. 

In Creation's lyre I slept, 
Ages brooded o'er my birth ; 

Till the harp Heaven's finger swept, 
Then I flash'd, and thrill'd the earth. 
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Mind ! in whose triumphant yoke, 
Swiftest coursers sink and die — 

From whose burning wheels I broke, 
Lo ! thy fiery chariot, I ! 

Haste thy lightning car to mount, 
Round the globe rejoicing ride ; 

Moments shall our passage count, 
Waves and whirlwinds, stand aside. 

Justice ! from thy throne dispatch 
Me, thine eagle, swift and strong ; 

I the felon's flight will match — 
I will mock the might of wrong. 

Mercy ! heaven-born cherub ! thou 

On my subtle wing wilt fly ; 
Speak — I am thine echo now — 

Whisper — and all realms reply. 

Peace ! my threads of spirit-light 
Weave thy soft and seamless robe, 

Soon to deck in spotless white, 
As Heaven's bride, the ransom'd globe. 

Truth ! I am thy living pen — 
Golden plume from heavenly Dove ; 

Write with me, on hearts of men, 
" God is Light, and God is Love." 

Freedom! as I sparkling dance 

Over earth and under sea ! 
I am thine Ithuriel lance — 

Chains are shiver' d — slaves are free. 

Saviour ! Universal King ; 

Waiting at Thy feet I stand, 
Till Thou send upon my wing, 

Joyful news to every land. 
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THE ANGELS' SPELL. 

Who can tell 
Whence comes the new-born spirit ? Did she wait 
Her time ? or did Jehovah's breath create 
That wondrous essence in weak shrine to dwell 
But at the moment when the shrine first met 
Heaven's light ? Was it indeed " A star that set 
In other skies ? " — that infant soul, so dumb, 
So powerless, yet so mighty to become ! 
That future majesty, whose strength shall awe 
Creation ; whose proud sovereignty shall draw 
The lightning from his ambush ere the hour ; 
Whose wings, now undeveloped, shall unfold 
Broad as the heavens, sensitive as the flower, 
Angel-like in sublimity and power, — 
Sweeping heaven's avenues, — fanning the high 
Flames of her everlasting lamps of gold 
That wave their reverent crests as those great wings float by. 
Say, was the flame first fashioned, or its shrine, — 
The temple, or its occupant divine ? 

It was the season of the nightingale, 
And loud and clear her gushing hymn was floating 
Through a deep lowland dell, where stood a cot 
Mantled with jessamine. It stood alone, 
Yet far from loneliness ; gay voices rang 
Around it all day long ; the many tones 
Of nature's ceaseless worshippings pealed out 
Through that delicious vale : and the response, 
The whispered soft response of God's deep love, 
Answered the general hymn, in the still breeze 
Of noon, the sigh of even, the harmony 
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Of loaves and boughs and branches, the low murmur 

Of waving stream and gushing rain, in dews 

So silent yet so eloquent ; it swelled 

To rapture in the thunder, and clear traced 

Its visible music in the rainbow arch, 

And on the rolling clouds, whence all might read 

The melody of love. For God's great voice 

Is never silent ; He doth daily speak 

In all the changeful shows of nature's face : 

And God's great worship never rests ; there is 

Constant communion, deep, profound, intense, 

Between the bright creation and her Lord. 

He never leaves His temple ; the great stars, 

His altars, quench not their immortal fires, 

Fann'd by His breath ; the choral winds of heaven 

Rest not, fold not their wings ; the glorious waves 

Thrill to His footsteps, and from shore to shore 

Waft everlasting shout. The infant Spring 

Knows when to kiss His feet ; the rose bursts forth 

To praise Him, and the lily of the vale 

For ever bends her head before His face. 

Great priestess Summer brings her pomp of storms 

And glory, and broad skies, and gorgeous clouds, 

And flowers resplendent, and ethereal choirs 

Of thundering minstrelsy, and vivid hosts 

Of glorious lightnings to attend His steps. 

Grand is the universal worship paid 

To God ! in tempest roar — in summer caltn — 

At midnight and at noon ; — from valleys deep 

Riseth the incense, and from mountain tops 

Flame the high fires of praise ; from the broad sea 

Thundereth the hymn, and 'midst the sailing clouds 

Floateth the hallelujah ;— the glad stars 

Prolong the strain ; it rolls, and swells, and wakes 

The echoes of infinitude, and peals 

Up to the throne of God. 




THE ANGELS* SPELL. 



207 



Oh it is sweet 



At spring time, or in summer, when the Bird 

Of birds is chanting, at the simple porch 

Of lowland valley cot to stand and pause, 

And bend the spirit's reverent ear to hear 

The immeasurable song ! And then to kneel 

And listen to the soft reply that breathes 

From the Great Father's lips ; from Him who looks 

Well-pleased on His adoring universe ; 

And listen till the enraptured heart throb time 

To the unbounded hymn. And then, as one 

By one the stars light up their wondrous fires, 

As if that hour created, to expand 

The pinions of the soul and fix her glance 

On some far-distant speck in the broad sea 

Of Truth incomprehensible, that rolls 

Around our isle of knowledge, and conceals 

Beneath its fathomless but transparent depths 

Caverns of mystery, and pearls of beauty, 

And worlds of wonders, treasures infinite, 

Which yet no eye but God's has reached : 't is sweet 

Thus to look forth and scan its azure wave. 

Come, then, and in the moonlight, softly lulled 

By the enchantress of the night, behold 

And listen. 



There sat before that cottage door, 
Enshrined in jasmine bower, 

A mother with her sleeping babe 
At summer sunset hour. 

The babe was beautiful ; the brow 

As the first lily fair, 
And golden as the blossoming bough 

The smooth soft hair. 
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The cheek was tinted with a dye 
Might tempt an angel's kiss ; 

Closed was the clear refulgent eye 
In dreams of bliss. 

The lips were wreathed in smile serene— 

Bright, blessed, heavenly smile ! — 
The face was one of God's own books : 
And as it slept, the mother's looks 
There feasted all the while. 

But strangely, as she gazed and gazed, 
A cloud came o'er her % sense, — 

Not sleep, but trance-like ecstasy, 
And spiritual sight intense. 

The crescent moon that just had touched 

The jasmine with her ray, 
The sunset glow, the valley bright, 
The tremb'ling stars, the lilies white, 

Vanished and passed away. 

But not the babe 3 — him still she grasp'd, 

She press'd him yet more near ; 
And now, behold, what visions rise, 
What wonders chain her startled eyes ! 
(But still the babe is here.) 

This is the old cathedral pile 

Where all her fathers sleep ; 
And up each lone and solemn isle 

The midnight moonbeams creep. 

'Tis darkness all ; a fearful chill 

Floats on the sacred air : 
She grasps the baby tighter still, 

And breathes her evening prayer. 
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Just where the moonbeam glances clear, 

She marks the column white ; 
And scarce her eye can climb for fear 

The ghostly height. 

Gloom, silence, death ! dread thoughts and wild 

Her listening spirits thrill ; 
But yet she feels the slumbering child ; — 

He slumbers still 

Hark ! hark ! a thousand feet aloft 

In the dark steeple tower, 
The slow, stern, solemn chimes pronounce 

The midnight hour. 

The spell begins, that terrible sound 
Hath touched the wondrous spring : 

See ! glory flames above, around ; 
Hark ! lips ethereal sing. 

Light bursts from every stone and shrine, 

Streams up each lofty aisle ; 
Grand shapes around the altar shine, 
And music gloriously divine 

Shakes the stupendous pile. 

She starts — she trembles ; but in vain 

She thinks of flight or aid ; 
Spirits unseen her limbs restrain, 

Nor is there hiding shade. 

But oh, the babe ! she shrieks with fright ; 

The babe is lost — is gone ! 
Snatched from her arms — torn from her sight, — 

The helpless little one ! 



p 
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But now a white-robed form stands near, 

And breathes ambrosial balm ; 
The mother half forgets her fear, 

And throbs her breast more calm. 

" Follow;" he said ; but nature's awe 

Detained her trembling feet, 
Till in his arms the babe she saw, 

Then not the light more fleet. 

Around the altar, hand in hand, 

Six crowned angels smiled ; 
The seventh approached and gave the band 

The beauteous child. 

The mother, half distrustful still, 

Stood lingering near the shrine ; 
But the fair babe held forth his arms 
And smiled with all the bold bright charms 
Of innocence divine. 

They laid him on a cushion fringed 

With sunbeams from the west ; 
'Twas woven of the thousand dyes 
That flush the summer's gorgeous skies, 
And soft as Mercy's breast. 

'T was filled with down from cherubs' wings, 

And edged with rainbow lace, 
And strewed with lilies of the vale, 
Perfumed with heaven's first morning gale, 

And fresh as childhood's face. 

Then o'er his radiant couch they threw 

A canopy of light, 
Rich with the pure ambrosial dew, 

And as the lily white. 
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A coverlet of roses young 

Next o'er the babe they spread, 
Sweet kisses on his brow they printed, 
And brought a little cloud, moon-tinted, 
To pillow his soft head. 

And then they joined in mystic ring 

Around the cradled gem ; 
And lovely song they thus did sing, 
While incense dropped from every wing, 

Stars from each diadem : — 

angels' song. 

" Bright creature of a day ! 
Fair blossom ! wake ! and say 
Whence the dumb spirit in thee swelling 
Came to fire its beauteous dwelling ; 
Where thou hast of old been soaring ; 
What thou knoVst of saints' adoring ; 
What thou know'st of mortal weeping ; 
What the meaning of thy sleeping ; 
Where and when thou first did'st know 
Life's intense and mighty glow ; 
The chain is from thy rose lip broken ; 

Wake and speak, oh spirit belov'd ! 
By the words our mouths have spoken 

Is thy silent spell remov'd. 
God hath given thee power to show 
All the wonders thou dost know ; 
Glorious essence ! feel thy glory, 
Wake and warble forth thy story ! 
When the tale thou shalt unfold, 
When the lofty theme is told, 
We will lull thee, beauteous blossom, 
Sweetly on thy mother's bosom ; 
P 2 
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Thou shalt be a babe once more, 
Helpless, speechless, as before ; 
Yet awhile, oh wake and speak ! 
Yes ! by that quick-flushing cheek ; 
By that quivering lip we tell 
What life-pulses in thee swell ; 
In that flashing, kindling eye 
The waking spirit we descry ; 
Glorious essence ! feel thy glory, 
Wake and warble forth thy story ! w 



" Oh I come from the glorious and beautiful land 
Which the breath of Jehovah for ever hath fann'd ; 
Where the spirits divine in His sunlight rejoice, 
And the echoes ring out to the sound of His voice. 
I awoke in His hand, and His touch was the spell 
Made my spirit to leap and my pulses to swell ; 
I felt His warm breath o'er my nature soft stealing, 
And life everlasting sprang up with the feeling ; 
I saw His bright face ; it bent o'er me and smiled, 
And I knew Him, my Father, and I was His child ; 
He blessed me ; His voice through my bosom yet rings ; 
Oh it fired me and crown'd me, and gave me my wings ! 
He opened His hand ; like an eagle set free 
I launched gloriously forth on eternity s sea ; 
As a beam from the sun which for ever shall shine, 
80 I sprang from my sire, and His lifetime is mine. 
And I traversed the worlds He had given me to roam, 
For He ever was with me, and He was my home ; 
80 I kept on my road through infinitude far 
From angel to angel, from system to star, 
My pinions untiring, my raptures high flowing, 
Young worlds round me springing, young stars round me 
glowing ; 



spirit's reply. 
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The song of the seraphs was loud in mine ear, 
And I caught the sweet thunder from every sphere ; 
I met the fair angels with greeting of bliss, 
And the beautiful saints with a rapturous kiss ; 
I learnt the gay songs that the cherubim sing, 
And wafted the rainbows away on my wing ; 
Then I dreamed I was weary, and sunk for rest 
On a blue-eyed seraph's white arm and breast ; 
And methinks I have slumbered from that time to this, 
When ye waked me again with your voices of bliss. 
Oh 't is strange, sweet spirits ! even now it seems 
I am wandering alone in a world of dreams : 
Yet not quite alone ; for a face divine 
Doth sometimes over my wanderings shine ; 
A sweet voice falls on my wondering ear, 
In tones like those I was wont to hear, 
And my heart leaps up to its music clear ; 
In a downy embrace my young form reposes, 
And I sink to sleep on a bosom of roses ; 
But my spirit is bound with a chain of late, 
And my pulses are curbed by a wondrous weight. 
Say why — ah why ! do. such shadows of sadness 
Fall over this sunshiny bosom of gladness ? 
And why doth such agony ofttimes wring 
My heart — that tiny and tenderest thing ? 
I cannot, I cannot tell why should it be 
That tears should do aught with a creature like me. 
Oh, I feel a weight which I knew not before ; 
I have lost my wings ; I am free no more ; 
* I have lost my Father ; my spirit doth sigh ; 
I am come to suffer, to weep, to die ; 
Oh, surely I've come to a region of pain, 
And I wish I were back to the stars again ! 



angels' song. 
Sleep, beauteous blossomj sleep ; 
Thou must awake to weep ; 
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Thou must be lulled into dreams once more ; 
Thou must forget what thou hast been before, 
For thou art born, bright creature, shrowded wholly 
In the dark robes of sin and death unholy, 
And thou must first be changed by heaven's pure light 
Ere thou regain thy wings and robes of white ; 
Then sleep, young spirit, sleep. 

The mother listened, wrapt, entranced, amazed, 

But ever on the beauteous boy she gazed ; 

And as the deep song o'er her senses stole, 

Delicious slumber filled her trembling soul; 

The sleep of soul too exquisitely waking, 

The slumber of the heart filled nigh to breaking ; 

The insensibility that lulls to rest 

The throbs of the too keenly feeling breast, 

The bound assigned alike to bliss and woe, 

When feeling withers in her own fierce glow ; 

" Dark from excess of light ; " sleep most like death ; 

When each exhausted sense stands still for breath, 

So, on bright Tabor, slept the favoured three, 

And so in thy deep gloom, Gethsemane ! 

The mother slept — and waked. Oh, sweet surprise ! 

Again she sits beneath those moonlit skies ! 

The moonbeams still are through the jasmine creeping, ' 

And still her boy is on her bosom sleeping ; 

The same bright star is high ; the same soft breeze 

Fans her warm brow, and shakes the slumbering trees ; 

The moonlight tints her darling's radiant face ; 

How lovely doth he rest in that enrapt embrace ! 

Charmed with the joy to find him yet her own, 

She feels a rapture rise till then unknown ; 

She strains him to her swelling heart, and now 

Prints countless glowing kisses on his brow ; 

And lo ! her restless love his slumber breaks, 

The sunny dream is past, — the sunny dreamer wakes. 
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Rebekah ! brightest babe. ; this tale of mine 
Is consecrate to baby charms alone ; 
I love to bend at childhood's beaming shrine, 
To adore, not thee, but the Great Hand divine, 
And God's sweet workmanship in thee to own ; 
So let me be thy laureate ; let me write 
Thy name on this thy story ; and may be, 
In after years, thy young affections bright 
Shall prize the early homage, fond and free, 
A youthful muse's love presents to thee. 

Spring-time, 1847. 



Trembling to the tempest's power, 

Bending as in ceaseless prayer, 
Shrouded nature's first-born flower, 

Whose resemblance dost thou bear ? 
Holy hieroglyphics dwell 
In thy bosom's spotless cell 

Canst thou be a maiden bold, 

Breaking from her bower unbidden, — 
Wasting in the whirlwind cold 

Sweets that are most sweet when hidden ? 
No ! that face was never dyed 
With the hated stain of pride. 

Art thou then a babe new born, 

Helpless, motherless, and lone, 
Outcast on the world's cold scorn, 

Freezing thy bright tears to stone ? 
Nay ! a heart of joy doth glow 
Underneath thy veil of snow. 
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" Holy nun ! " is this thy name V 
From our earthly passions flying, 

Dead to human feeling's flame, 
Solitary ice-drop dying ! 

No ! ah, no ! 'tis love intense 

Animates thine innocence. 

Shall I tell thee what thou art? 

Mercy's missionary meek, 
Woman, from her hidden heart 

Venturing for Christ to speak, 
Not in native climate mild, 
But in savage heathen wild. 

Far in Greenland see her bloom, 
'Mid the dear Moravian band ; 

Over Judson's sacred tomb 
Watch the weeping widow stand. 

Lo! on prison's tainted air, 

Fry and Martin pour their prayer. 

In dark haunts of dire distress, 
Where the storms of hatred rave, 

See her flower-like tenderness 
Open all its heart to save, 

Trembling 'neath the tempest chill, 

Suff'ring, loving, spotless still. 

0 my snowdrop ! might I dare 

Thee, so tremulously lowly, 
With the fairest to compare, 

With the flower most pure and holy ? 
Innocency's only child, 
Sinless, harmless, undefiled. 

He on this polluted earth 
Meekly grew 'mid keenest blast ; 
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He from death was life's first birth ; 

He was on the tempest cast ; 
Trembling, bending, worn with woe, 
Spotless as the flower of snow. 



TO THE JESSAMINE. 
Jessamine ! thou starry flower, 
Come and grace my humble bower ; 
Here thy dark green leaflets wreathe, 
Here thy fragrant essence breathe ; 
Let the butterfly and bee 
Come and take their feast in thee. 
Teach me like Thyself to grow, 
Trusting, clinging, rising so ; 
Rising from my native earth, 
Up to heaven by second birth : 
Clinging round the Cross in prayer — 
Feeblest plants may flourish there. 
Teach me, like thyself t' exhale, 
Fragrant breath on every gale, 
Truth and love my only speech, 
Blessing all within my reach ; 
Ever willing to impart 
Honey to a thirsting heart. 



Daughter, to thy father be 
As the sunbeam to the sea ; 
Yielding, melting, heaven-descending, 
With his every feeling blending ; 
Crown his lovely locks so hoary, 
With a soft ethereal glory ; 



WOMAN. 
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Every wave with silver tinting, 
Heaven upon his breast imprinting ; 
By attraction silent, lowly, 
Draw him tow*rd a clime more holy. 

Daughter, to thy mother be 
As the blossom to the tree ; 
Thou, her heart, her life, possessing, 
Be her beauty and her blessing ; 
Her heart-stream in thee is flowing, 
Her life-love for thee is glowing : 
Hallow'd union ! pure and tender, 
Ah ! what can a daughter render ? 
Every soft and sweet emotion, 
Every utt'rance of devotion : 
Every waking charm and beauty, 
Love's delight absorbing duty ; 
Childhood's blossoms smiling gaily, 
Youth's rich fruits expanding daily ; 
All— and more — no price can prove, 
For one-half thy mother's love. 

Sister ! to that gentle creature, 

So like thee in form and feature, 

Echo of thy step and tone, 

Be thy freest fondness shown. 

As the scent and honey dwell, 

Mingled in the lily's bell, 

So do ye together rest 

In your joyful mother's breast. 

If a brother bless thee there, 

Be to him as light to air, 

So with heavenly radiance filling, 

Cheering, charming, truth-instilling ; 

Purest form of love's creation, 

Swift and noiseless, life's salvation. 
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To thy friend, 0 woman ! be 

As thy tender lute to thee ; 

To thy tones so pure and fond, 

How that lute's soft notes respond ! 

Voice and lute as one are felt : 

How they mingle ! how they melt ! 

Thus doth heaven-born friendship make 

Holy harmonies awake. 

Listen ! in the vale of tears, 

Music meet for angel ears ! 

But what form of earth or sea, 

Wife ! can teach what (hou should'st be ? 

Not the surge of softest shells, 

Not the pearls in deepest cells, 

Not the fairest flower that grows, 

Not the brightest star that glows, 

Can thy perfect emblem be ; 

Heaven must lend a type for thee. 

As the Sabbath calms the soul, 

Bids its tempests cease to roll ; 

As the Sabbath, meekly fair, 

Lures the backward heart to prayer, 

Glory-touches simplest things, 

Little ones to Jesus brings, 

By the strength of love subdues, 

From his toil the weary woos, 

With her angel footstep stealing 

Wheresoever is need of healing, — 

So in thee thy husband may 

Find sweet Sabbath every day. 

Eden-born, divinely given, 

True remembrancer of heaven, 

Made for man, for man but living, 

Self-forgetting, sin forgiving ; 

Like a star in morning's sky, 

With thy hidden heart on high ! 
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Like a flower man's feet embracing, 
Daily paths of duty gracing, 
Heart a star and life a flower, 
Purity thy only power, 
Emblem of the Lamb's own wife, 
Peace thy breath, and love thy life. 

Mother ! let thy sacred sphere 
Like the sun in heaven appear. 
Rising planets round thee move, 
Radiant with the light of love. 
Bind them with a silver chain, 
Guide them by a silken rein, 
Bear them with thee day by day, 
Singing in the shining way ; 
Thou in thy own orbit bright, 
Circling round the Fount of light, 
Be His beautiful reflection 
On the orbs of thine affection. 
How from heaven can be divided 
Hearts so govern'd and so guided ? 

Woman ! fair, but frailest creature ! 
Fallen is thy finest nature ; 
Pure Paradisaic flower, 
Trailing in the serpent's power ; 
Brightest isles of sunny seas, 
Climes where spices flood the breeze ; 
Proudest Greece and Rome proclaim 
Wretched woman's sin and shame. 
Whither shall the lost one flee 1 
Who can set the captive free ? 
Who shall bind the bruised stem ? 
Who can cleanse the darken'd gem ? 
Teach the daughter to repay, 
Blessings on the locks of grey ; 
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Sisters' hearts indeed unite, — 
Kindle friendship's warm delight, 
And the bridal-wreath adorn 
With the rose without a thorn ; 
Make the lovely mother shine 
In her sphere with beams divine. 
Thou ! whose infant forehead pressed 
Mary's meek maternal breast ; 
Thou, whose voice from darkness won 
The poor widow's only son ; 
Thou, upon whose feet beloVd 
Mary's tears fell unreprov'd ; 
Thou, whose dying eye could melt 
O'er the pangs a mother felt ; 
Jesus ! Saviour ! woman-born ; 
Strange to sin as strange to scorn, 
'Neath the shadow of Thy wing 
Woman's broken heart may cling, 
Pouring all its deep emotion, 
All its passionate devotion, 
Bitter tears and sobbings sweet, 
As an ointment on Thy feet ; 
There the wounded dove may hide 
That can find no rest beside. 



TO THE LITTLE CHILDREN. 



There is a Dove that from the glorious land 

Flew on the wings of pity to this world, 

To bring us a green branch from the fair Tree 

Of everlasting life, and if ye pray 

That He will come and touch you with His breath, 

How shall your heart-strings echo to the song 

I sing to you this day. 

Listen then— your warm hearts are made to love. 
All things are made to love us — we to love 
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All things. Is it not sweet ? the little flowers 
Are made to smile upon us, and the winds 
To fan us, and the bright, hot sun, to paint 
The flowers, the clouds, the rainbow, and to warm 
The winds, and fill our hearts and eyes with joy. 
The stars are made to shine, the birds to sing, 
The moon to smile, the trees to shade and shake 
Sweet music out — not for themselves, but us. 
The rain is made to fill the thirsty ground, 
The rainbow tells God's beauty and His truth, 
The storm His strength, the sea His majesty, 
The grass His tenderness, Who carpets thus 
The earth, for little lambs, and flowers, and us. 
All things in this fair world for us are made 
Except ourselves, and we are made for God, 
To live and love like Him. Therefore, dear ones, 
Learn what to love — not your own lovely selves, 
Beautiful as ye be ; ye shall be loVd. 
Turn from your own fair beauty, and unfold 
Your bosoms to the bliss of boundless love, 
Like mirrors to the light, drops to the sun. 
Look at the face of thy fond mother-friend, 
O darling child ! look, what is that which shines 
Out of her eyes ? and what is that which lives 
Upon her lips ? and what is that which makes 
Her bosom such a warm nest for thy head ? 
And what is that which folds and holds around thee 
Her gentle arms so tight and tenderly ? 
My darling, it is love. Then thou must try 
To show her how it charms thee ; do thou smile 
When she is smiling — kiss away her tears 
When she is weeping — do thou clap thy hands 
When she is singing to thee, and at night 
Sleep on her bosom without tear or fear, 
Love thou each soothing voice that circles thee, 
Each kindly face that woos thee ; love thou all 
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And everything around thee ; love the flowers, 
For they love thee ; love the bright sun so warm, 
That shines upon thee ; love the rainbow fair, 
The glorious ocean, and the drops of rain 
Gladding the thirsty roses ; love the winds, 
The storms, the lightnings, and the gorgeous clouds. 
S tretch out thy baby-hands to the great things 
Which God hath set to serve thee ; the broad skies, 
The stars, the tempests — greet them with a kiss 
And song of love ; fear thou not anything, 
Redeemed, God-beloved, deathless soul, 
But love thou all, and let the robe of love 
Enwrap thee as thou walkest through the world ; 
Love thou the birds, the bees, the butterflies, 
And all things that have life. 



Whom, though thou canst not see, yet thou must love 
More than aught else. He gave thee this warm life 
Which dances through thy senses, the young flame 
Of immortality that fires thy breast ; 
He gave thee thy sweet mother, father, sister ; 
He gave thee the bright sun, the flowers, the trees, 
The stars, the winds, the thunder, and the moon. 
He holds thee in His arms : He every night 
Watches thee in thy slumbers ; He did once, 
For love of thee, forsake the beauteous Land. 
He was a Babe 

As lowly as thyself ; He wept and died 

That thou should'st love Him, and that He might be 

Thy Saviour, and that thou should'st never die. 

Oh ! my fair darling ! if thou live to know 

The friendship of the world, then thou wilt find 

Thy love neglected, and thy aching heart 

Pierc'd with a thousand arrows, left alone 

To agonize to death. But ere that hour, 

Seek refuge in the ark of God, sweet dove ! 



But One there is 
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Thou may'st pour out thy first fresh tears to Him ; 

Thou may'st reveal thy every joy and grief 

Before His gentle presence. He is here 

And everywhere ; He sees thine every thought, 

He hears thine every word, and His dear name 

Is Love. Once did He come and lowly tread 

This same green world of ours ; and then He bless'd 

The little children, and His name was call'd 

Our Saviour Jesus Christ. There is no one 

Loves you so much as He does ; He has wept 

Tears for your tears ; has shed His own blood out 

That you might live ; and now He ever looks 

And loves you. He is very fair, and far 

More beautiful than all ; more bright and clear 

Than the great sun ; more mighty and more strong 

Than sea, or wind, or thunder ; and more fair 

Than lily of the valley ; sweeter far 

Than June's first red rose ; and more high and pure 

Than the bright stars ; more lovely than the light, 

And kinder than thy mother ; and His name 

Is Love. Oh darling, darling little ones ! 

I bring you unto Him, that He may lay 

His pierced hands alike on you and me, 

And breathe into our bosoms the same life 

And love that fill His own. 



There is in every floral bell, and bud, 
And blossom, be it large or small, a soul, 
A little spirit, cradled, a young spark 
Of fire ethereal and invisible, 
Fed by the dripping dew, and falling beam. 
The outward form, the flower, which mortal eyes 
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Do joy to gaze upon, is fed from earth, 

But the invisible inmate drinks from heaven. 

One day 

There rose from the soft moss a baby flower, 

A lily of the vale without a spot, 

All peerless in white purity and grace, 

As, rising on her arched stem, she hung 

Her perfect bells out to the gentle wind, 

Who, charm' d, stopp'd when he saw her, and wrapt up 

His gauzy wings, and with light finger shook 

Her delicate chiming peal, which straight ran o'er 

With melody ; — such music nightly lulls 

The fays to sleep. 

It was one morn in May 
That saw the lily's birth. Each beauteous bell 
Enshrined one feeling, and they all made up 
One spirit. 

" Baby," said the gentle wind, 
" I am a spirit like thee, and know how sweet 
It is to be alive : but thou, fair child, 
As yet dost scarcely comprehend thy life. 
Thy life is lowliness ; — thy beauty is 
Thy bending ; shouldst thou raise thy drooping bells, 
Their loveliness is lost. Remember this, 
And while thy graceful arch, beneath the wing 
Of thy green mother angel, rises up 
So gloriously to heaven, thou must bend down 
Thy beauteous cups to earth." The mother heard, 
And nodded fond assent. The gentle wind 
Went whistling on his way. 

The sun was hot 
On the white spirit, and she shrank for shade 
Close to her mother's wing ; then, bending down 
Over her head a giant flower she saw, 
Whose cup turned upward, and was speaking now 
To her, the little lily. 

Q 
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THE VEILED SUNBEAM. 



" Rise," he said, 



" Thou pretty timorous spirit ; wherefore hide 
Such matchless beauty ! I, not half so fair, 
Lift up my head and live : I am a king, 
And Genius is my name ; and on the stem 
Of pride do I sit royally, and gaze 
On the broad universe, — that mirror spread 
For gods and me, — wherein I read my form 
Glassed out in glory ; tall as the night heavens, 
And broader than the ocean. Rise too 
Thou white Humility, darling of heaven, 
Give me thy hand ; I'll teach thee how to soar, 
And thou shalt be a queen, if thou but turn 
Thy bells this way. See what a world of light 
Stands o'er thee ! " 



" I have commandment ever to rise up, 
And ever to look down ; — this law is given 
To keep my robe snow-white." 



The tempter, " fear thou not ; thy robes are all 

Too perfect to be stained ; and if they were, 

Would that destroy thy beauty ? — nay, in truth, 

Thou should'st be nobler ! Rise then, be a queen." 

He ceased. Ah ! listened then the foolish babe, 

Forgetting she was heaven's peculiar gem, 

And darling of all spirits beautiful ! 

The mother drew her closer to her heart, 

Trembling for fear ; but the deluded child, 

Doubting, and tremulously, slowly raised 

One tiniest bell, and looking forth from thence, 

Saw the great world, — the trees, the flowers, the clouds, 

So gorgeous in their giant gloriousness, — 

And drunken and delirious with delight, 

The next she raised, and then the next, till all 

Her soul had lost its place ; then her white robe 



Nay, I must not," said the flower ; 



" Fair infant," then replied 




THE VEILED SUNBEAM. 
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Blushed into blackness, and her graceful arch 
Shivered and snapped, aud the strong storm swept by, 
And tore her mother from her side. Ah ! then 
The sunbeams drew over their faces pure 
A veil of tears, and the kind sun went down 
For sorrow, and the tender moonbeams came 
And wept o'er the lost babe, and smooth' d her locks 
With their cool fingers. She, amazed, looked up, 
And saw the exalted stars ; — they, every one, 
Had eyes, and every eye dropp'd tears ; alas ! 
Was it not sad and sorrowful to see 
That snow-white baby-bud, heaven's youngest born, 
So tempted, and so fallen, and so changed ? 
But the first sunbeam sought her. From the east 
He flew, veil'd in a cloud, ah, he came down 
And touch'd the beauteous ruin ; straight her robe 
Lost its dark, melancholy, mourning tint, 
And glowed to ruby red, and all her hearts 
Of gold, that late had opened shamelessly 
To the broad day, shrank back to hide themselves ; 
Sobbing for the green mother-wing now lost. 
Then the veil'd sunbeam rent his own fresh robe, 
And cast it over the red blushing flower ; 
Then with most exquisite finger did he shape 
Her broken arch, and round it on the line 
Of heaven's broad rainbow ; then each trembling bell 
For very shame look'd down, and from its heart 
There dropp'd a living pearl, which the veil'd beam 
Took up as if some treasure, and did set 
Upon the sun's great crown. And then — 
He called the gentle wind, and bade him seek 
The babe and whisper peace ; the soft wind flew 
To the dejected flower, and steep'd her form 
In fragrance thrice distill'd from Eden's air. 
And then — ah then ! — the tiny gem divine 
For very love grew pale, and fair and white, 
Q 2 
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SLEEPING BABES. 



Changed by the veiled beam which dwelt 
Within her every heart, into the hue 
And tint of his own beauty, and for joy 
Her bells rang out, and each indwelling soul 
Breathed perfumed music on the Sabbath air. 



Helpless and holy slumbers ! 0, fair eyes ! 

How softly are ye sleeping ! while sweet dew, 
Dropping from white, warm, waving pinions, lies 

Upon your depths of calm, celestial blue. 
Fair cheeks ! how lightly on your honey'd down 

Hatli heavenly sleep his airy pinions spread ! 
Dream on : an angel's wing is round you thrown, 

A mother's eye beams blessing o'er your bed. 
Wake not ! she cometh softly as a fawn, 

And gazeth with a seraph's tenderness ; 
Wake not, until the young and tender dawn 

Your lily-eyelids with her rose-lip press. 
Wake not, delighted dreamers ! nought is here 

But heaven and earth's pure love ; the angels yet 
Have some sweet secret for each spotless ear — 

The watch is waiting still — the seal is set. 
Wake not, then, cherub sisters ! few and fleet 

Are babyhood's fair dreams ; the links of gold, 
That bind you to your native country sweet, 

The world will sever with harsh fingers cold. 
Yet blessed shall ye be if, when at length 

Ye have pass'd through life's doubtful woe and bliss, 
Cradled in arms of everlasting strength, 

Ye side by side lay down in death like this, 
Without one dread, one spot, one starting tear, 
With such white robes within, and such a watcher near. 



SLEEPING BABES. 
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AN EASTERN TWILIGHT. 
(a fragment.) 
The twilight of a summer day 

On England's peaceful bowers, 
What wreaths of beauty doth it lay 

Around the slumbering flowers ! 
How slowly doth it steal along 

The bright and blooming vale, 
How softly tune the silver song 

Of the lone nightingale! 
Yet not so precious is the hush 

Of England's summer night, 
As Eastern sunset's mighty flush, 
When heaven aod earth and ocean blush 

In luxury of light. 
For then the weary pilgrim feels 

The rising evening air ; 
Delicious o'er his frame it steals, 
And, melted into bliss, he kneels 

To breathe his evening prayer. 
It was at such an hour as this, 

Beneath a Grecian sky, 
Two pilgrims mark'd with silent bliss, 

The hour of rest draw nigh. 
All day their toiling steeds had paced 

The rocky mountain height, 
All day the summer sun had blazed* 

In tyranny of light. 
But now a glorious landscape spread, 

Reposing at their feet, 
And waving mountain myrtle shed 

A shade and fragrance sweet. 
And far away the ocean calm 

Was rich with sunset splendour, 
And thence arose the breeze of balm, 

Unutterably tender. 
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THE YOUNG MOON. 



The sun was setting on the western deep, 

A few soft clouds of gold around him lay ; 

The winds were all asleep, the heavens most calm 

And bright ; the ocean blue in hush'd repose ; 

When lo ! all dewy from a southern cloud 

Came forth the pale young moon, and silent stood 

To watch the sinking fountain of her light, 

To see the sovereign of her love depart ; 

And her pure silver radiancy dissolVd 

As in a thousand tears of tender dew 

On every blade and bud, while his mild rays 

Touch'd them with parting kisses. Even so 

The meek young maiden watcheth at the side 

Of her departing father, when his race 

Is run, and he must shine on earth no more. 

She comes, and weeps away her very soul 

In silent tears of love, but murmurs not. 

Pale is her patient cheek ; but the soft eye 

Is full of resignation, and beholds 

The glory of a Christian's death more fair, 

More heavenly, than the lustre of his life ; 

While he, just sinking in the waves of bliss, 

The immeasurable ocean-deep of life, 

Looks back on his poor child with melting beams 

Of exquisite compassion ; gilds her tears 

With one calm parting smile of love and joy, 

Bidding her shine when he is seen no more, 

And then by irresistible attraction drawn, 

Sinks into his bright rest, and leaves her lone. 

Yet though no mortal eye can him pursue, 

She from her high and heavenly place still views 

His glory, and reflects it as she walks 

In modest brightness o'er the dark, low earth, 

That joys in her sweet light. 
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THE RAINBOW. 



Loud howl'd the tempest ; all the dark night long, 

The thunders and the winds waged giant war 

With lightning lances ; earth and ocean groan'd 

Under their strife ; towers fell and cities shook. 

Pale morning came at last, weeping to see 

The mighty desolation, but her tears 

Appeas'd not the mad warriors ; the wild winds 

Rode on the white foam-horses of the deep, 

Careering 'gainst the thunders ; lofty swell' d 

The mountains of the waves, and on their crests 

Flicker'd fierce lightnings. But at length the sun, 

Rending away the angry clouds which fought 

With his strong beams, arose, and flash'd full-faced 

On the red battle-sky ; all the black West 

Was pouring down innumerable tears 

On frighted, wounded earth ; the sun's first look 

Created in a moment on those tears, 

And in that blackness, a wide rainbow arch, 

Sparkling with all the jewelry of heaven, 

Spanning both earth and sea, encompassing 

The storm with outstretch' d arms. Such sudden burst 

Of beauty startled the rude combatants 

Into short truce ; the thunders held their breath, 

The lightnings paus'd to gaze, while silently 

The rainbow wept and smil'd. 



The Sun of Righteousness, create His Church, 
Like the fair bow of peace, o'er all the storms, 
And clouds of our dark world. From lowest state 
He rose, and shed His soft infantile beams 
On human tears : then glitter'd smiles of joy 
In eyes of angels and of penitents, 
As when on Magdalene's meek weeping love 
He look'd forgiveness. Thus His Church arose 



Thus did our Lord, 
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Jordan's lament. 



His own reflection — His creation new — 
His many-colour' d and triumphant banner, 
Where every tint of beauty melts and blends 
In one unbroken whole, to show His love 
Embracing in a boundless arch all lands, 
Proclaiming peace, and never to depart 
While its eternal origin shall shine. 



" The young and the beautiful, why do they die, 

With the flower on their cheek and the beam in their eye I 

Fresh and unfaded, and life-overflowing, 

Hope, love, and strength, in the warm bosom glowing ! 

Why is the aged and weary one left, 

Like the old oak of winter, benumb'd and bereft ? 

The infantine flowers round his feet that were playing 

Lie smitten and dead, while he lives, though decaying ; 

Lives on to languish, to struggle, forsaken, 

While they, full of beauty and brightness, were taken." 

" Murmur not, mortal ! nor dare to refuse 
The loveliest lilies thy Father may choose ; 
Say, wouldst thou offer Him only the dying — 
All that is budding in beauty denying ? 
Must He not gather the fresh and the fair — 
Only the fading and withering wear ? 
Nay, let Him choose His own favourite blossom 
Grudge not the lily He takes to His bosom." 



" WHY DO THEY DIE? ! 



JORDAN'S LAMENT. 



An aged mourner, desolate and slow, 
Weeping departed glories as I go, 
Still by the graves of all my proud and fair 
I moan and murmur, for the foe is there. 




Jordan's lament. 
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Ah ! woe is me ! Where now those ancient days, 

When all my viny banks were loud with praise ; 

When countless flocks and herds my sweetness knew, 

And glorious cedars o'er my birthplace grew, 

Around me rills of milk and honey gush'd ; 

Where'er I came the vale with beauty blush' d : 

I gave the herds of Lot delicious drink ; 

Jacob and Rachel rested on my brink ; 

And with obedient joy I open'd wide 

An arch of triumph in my harvest tide, 

To' admit the King of Glory's conquering ranks, 

While reverent rapture overflow' d my banks. 

Then did I give His sheep abundant drink, 

Then hallelujahs roll'd from brink to brink. 

Prophets could bind me with a silken thread, 

And holy feet walk fearless o'er my bed ; 

Then from my honouVd wave, foul leprous flesh, 

Arose at Heaven's decree as childhood's fresh ; 

Then in the sanctuary's psalms divine, 

Praising my Maker's name, they chanted mine. 

Where, where those years of joy ? Ah, chosen race, 

Fair vine of Egypt, rooted from thy place ; 

I saw my children, haughty Babel's slaves, 

Driv'n weeping from their father's hallow'd graves ; 

I saw the tyrant foe exulting stride 

O'er my lone valleys, now a desert wide ; 

And seventy years for Judah's sins I wept, 

Till the glad promise of return was kept. 

The voice that shook the wilderness, the cry 

Whioh told Jerusalem her King drew nigh, 

All down my waves with solemn joy I bore 

To crowds of penitents on either shore. 

In me Elias stood, and I became 

Type of the approaching baptism of flame. 

Even He Himself, the living water's Spring, 

The spotless Lamb, and David's Son and King, 
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PROVIDENCE. 



Disdain'd not in my meaner wave to tread, 

While my glad tears baptiz'd His meek, but royal head. 



Darkly we grope sometimes our weary way 

As in deep caverns lost to light of day ; 

Oft stumbling, ever doubting, still distress'd, 

Fearing the worst, uncertain what is best. 

But when eternity's correcting light 

Shall flash reproving on our startled sight, 

Then shall we find what now a cavern seems, 

A *jrot of glory with a dome of gems, 

A vast cathedral, perfect in design, 

Whose walls with blazonry of beauty shine ; 

Pebbles, that sore distress'd our feet when straying, 

Change into diamonds around us playing ; 

Those piercing points on which we blindly rush'd 

Have into starry, soft stalactites blush'd ; 

Those chilling drops we murmur' d so to feel, 

Are pearls, and thousand rainbow rays reveal. 

So, pilgrim ! tread in faith this mystic maze, 

Contented to be led in all thy ways, 

Unable yet to view the glories spread 

In mystery and darkness o'er thy head ; 

Unable yet to see the gems that lie 

So thickly in thy pathway to the sky. 

But trustfully await that flash of glory 

Which soon shall kindle up thy life's dark story ; 

Then love's intricacies shall charm thy gaze, 

And the perfection of His darkest ways ; 

Then ravish'd into rapture, shalt thou own 

The clouds and darkness were in thee alone. 



PROVIDENCE. 
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WISDOM. 

" The Lord possessed me in the beginning of His way, before 
His works of old." — Prov. viii. 22. 

From everlasting, on His rightful throne, 

To everlasting, sits the Lord alone, 

Inhabiting eternity's vast shrine, 

Ere mountains rose or stars began to shine ; 

Ere the first angel's harp its music tried, 

He, Source of being, was, and none beside. 

But say, what numbers can those years record 

When the Adorable dwelt unador'd? 

What creature can approach that pristine light 

Where shone the solitary Infinite ! 

None but eternal Wisdom can declare 

Th' eternity no finite mind could share. 

Hark ! Wisdom's voice in awful accents cries, 

" The Lord possess'd me ere He form'd the skies ; 

When there were yet no depths to sound His praise, 

I was brought forth and shone in all His ways ; 

When yet no fountains play'd with waters bright, 

He found in Me unsearchable delight ; 

And long ere ocean mirror'd back the sun, 

My depths reflected the Almighty One. 

I saw Him when He measur'd out the deep, 

And taught the fountains of the clouds to weep, 

From His calm voice light as a river flow'd, 

And the dark void with first-born morning glow'd ; 

Above the mountain-tops deep waters lay, 

He spake — they hasted at the sound away ; 

Lo ! in the hollow of His hand they roll, 

And roar His lofty praise from pole to pole. 

By Me He laid the earth's foundations vast, 

And o'er her nakedness bright clothing cast ; 

Rais'd the tall cedar on the mountain's brow, 

And bade the lily in the valley bow ; 
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FAITH. 



Soft carpet for His unform'd offspring spread, 

And green pavilions built to shade His head. 

By me the sun's fair orb was cut and set 

To blaze upon creation's coronet ; 

I taught the pale young moon her nightly road, 

And to each star its destin'd orbit show'd. 

Lift up thine eyes, behold the sparkling host, * 

Countless as the sands upon the ocean's coast ; 

Who hath created them ? who here presides ? 

Whose voice hath named them, and whose finger guides ? 

The Lord by wisdom made the heavens ; their fires 

His breath enkindled first, and still inspires ; 

And countless though to human eyes they be 

As shining drops in the unmeasur'd sea, 

Each one is named and number' d as a gem 

Of light and glory in His diadem. 

And when but one fell headlong from His crown, 

To save it, how His majesty stoop'd down ! 

Amid His countless gems such loss seem'd small, 

Yet, with a Treasure that outweigh'd them all, 

He saved, He purchas'd back the one lost gem, 

And placed it highest on His diadem. 



Who, from the distant earth, looks up to heaven, 

Seeing invisibility, suspending 

Eternity upon the breath of God. 

She can pluck mountains from their rooted thrones, 

And hurl them into ocean ; and from pain, 

And prisons, and contempt, extort the palm 

Of everlasting triumph. She doth tread 

Upon the neck of pride, like the free wind 



FAITH. 



Triumphant Faith ! 




"the desire of all nations." 
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On angry ocean. Lo ! with form erect 

She walks o'er whirlpool waves, and martyr fires, 

And depths of darkness and chaotic voids, 

Dissolving worlds, rent heavens, and dying suns ; 

Yea, and o'er paradises of earth's bliss, 

And oceans of earth's gold, and pyramids 

And temples of earth's glory : all these pave 

Her conquering path to heaven — all these she spurns 

With feet fire-shod — because her hand is placed 

Immoveably in God's ; her eye doth rest 

Unchangeably on His ; nor will she stop 

Till, having cross'd the stormy waves of pain 

And fiery trial, she may lay her head 

Upon her Father's breast, and take the crown 

From Love's rejoicing hand. 



"THE DESIRE OF ALL NATIONS." — Haggai ii. 7. 

There was a shaking in the rolling world, 
A shouting in the nations ; they did swell 
And surge like ocean frenzied, and great kings 
Rose like the crowned waves, and then sank down, 
And mightier roll'd above them ; empires heavM, 
Mingled and rent, and the loud hurricane blast 
Of war swept o'er them all. Then the Most High 
Spoke " Peace " to the wild world, and suddenly 
The monster billows melted ; thundering War 
Gathered up all his robes, and scowling fled ; 
The fair Peace came, and with her heavenly feet 
Walk'd o'er the quiet nations, whispering soft, 
" Hail, the Desire of all ! He comes ! He comes ! " 
Silence and calm crept o'er the world, and dumb 
Judea listen' d for the thunder step 
Of the Messiah, and the lifted shout 
Of His proud thousands— watch'd the heavens to catch 
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"the desire of all nations." 



The lightning of His lance : when, lo ! a star 

Sprang into the creation, pointing earth 

And heaven to a poor stable. 0, proud world ! 

This Babe is thy Redeemer, God, and King. 

What call'st thou beautiful ? Hast thou e'er seen 

The eyes of young Humility ? Thou hast not ; 

They are down-cast too deeply. Hast thou mark'd 

The pale, pure brow of Patience turn'd to heaven 

No : Beauty hath not yet reveal'd her face 

To thy dim eyes ; she veils it in pure Truth. 

Power is thine idol ; Genius is thy god ; 

A god with serpents at his heart, consum'd 

By his own lightnings. Follow Bethelem's star. 

There is a Lily in a lowly vale 

Thou, world, hast never known — a flower that grows 

And flourishes for God, for Whose dear sake 

He spares thy pomp awhile. It is the Blossom 

Of Bethlehem's despised Root ; yet ground 

So dry beneath life's Tree, touch'd by whose shade, 

Long-buried nations from the dust awake 

And sing, as new-born Freedom cuts their bonds 

By Truth's triumphant sword. Ye slaves, go free ! 

Rome ! thy far-floating banners do but pave 

The Conqueror's silent inarch. The babe that slept 

On Tiber, founded not so broad a realm 

As will this mountain child, the Stone no hand 

Hath fashion'd : on this base the world shall build. 

Scythia, rejoice ! dark Ind ! wild Araby ! 

And savage Britain ! isolated child 

Of freedom ! sing from thy white rocks ; exult 

Even in the chains of Rome ; they serve to bind 

Thee to the feet of thy Deliverer King, 

He will proclaim thee free, and thou shalt swear 

Free loyalty to Him ; His messengers 

On thy dove wings o'er every wave shall float, 

Till every clime His reign of love confess. 
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" TO HIM GIVE ALL THE PROPHETS WITNESS." 

Acts x. 43. 

Oh Prophecy, thou marvellous spirit from God ! 

Who, standing on eternity's lone tower, 

Didst see the coming of the Christ from far. 

Thou takest up the promises that drop 

Like stars from Truth's unalterable lips, 

And sett'st them one by one upon the night 

Of this dark world's obcurity ! At first 

God made earth's moral firmament as clear 

And bright as summer heaven at cloudless noon ; 

The night of disobedience clos'd the scene ; 

The sun went down. Then on the gloom immense 

The star-shine of the promises broke forth 

As from a thousand founts, not all at once, 

But one by one. Bending o'er Paradise, 

White-finger'd Mercy hung the first pale lamp 

On hope's immortal chain, to guide the feet 

And cheer the heart of penitence and faith. 

And then she lit another ; then a third ! 

And thus, as darker grew the gloom of sin, 

Brighter became the promises, thick set 

For multitude ; and each to each sang loud 

Across the sphere of time, entwin'd and link'd 

In harmony unbroken, tracing out 

The name of Christ in all their mystic lines. 

And as glad Time impatient urged his wings 

To bring the young Messiah's hour, they kept 

Swift measure to his footsep, while the Church 

Gazed — rapt, expectant ; and the solemn seers, 

Stern majesties of mind, Truth's Spartan sons, 

Crown'd monarchs of futurity, did grasp 

And pluck them from their height, and hold them forth 

As sceptres, by whose potence the strong waves 

Of warring empires were constrain'd to part ; 
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" GRIEVE NOT THE HOLY SPIRIT." 



So, like the rod of Moses o'er thy sea, 
Idumea ! did the holy seers stretch forth, 
O'er the dark ocean of the vast to be, 
The promise-power of God ; and lo ! His path 
Shines in the mighty waters, and the waves 
Submissive roll asunder, that His sheep, 
His ransom'd, may pass over. 



Of sin and superstition shone the stars 
Of promise, till the Star of Bethlehem rose. 
Then dawn'd the second day, then in the east 
Outsmil'd the Infant Sun, and, save that earth 
Was blind, all heaven was light. 



"GKIEVE NOT THE HOLY SPIRIT."— Eph. iv. 30. 
Oh, calm must be the heart wherein the Dove of God can 



Each breath of pride depart, each passion-wave be still'd; 
He passeth o'er the deluge dark, in every soul seeks rest, 
But thou must go into the Ark, if thou wouldst be His nest. 

Oh, smooth and clear must be the lake Heaven's rainbow to 



A pebble that bright arch can break, a breath its charms 



The sounding waterfall may leap in thunder from its place, 
But still and silent is the deep that mirrors Jesus' face. 

Then let thy voice be low and sweet, lest thou that Dove 

should'st scare, 
And soft the echos of thy feet, holy and calm thy prayer ; 
Thought hold her breath, and feeling, as a waveless lake, 

repose, 

Self sink in blissful death, for thus life's deepest river flows. 



Through long night 



build, 



reflect ; 



affect ; 




PLAT THY PART. 
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The valley must be still, when Echo's voice is heard, 

And should the harp-string thrill, till by its master stirr'd ? 

How quiet is the bud, expanding hour by hour ! 

How calm the dayspring's flood, soft stealing into power ! 

Then tender be thy watchfulness, and delicate thine ear, 
The small, still voice to echo in music pure and clear ; 
Thy spirit be a heaven-tuned harp, and every chord stand 
still 

And silent, till the Master's hand thy soul with rapture fill. 



PLAY THY PART. 

"> Plat thy part, and play it well, 
Joy in thine appointed task ; 
And if pride or flesh rebel, 
Courage of Thy Father ask. 

Shrink not from thy daily cross, 
Murmur not at toil or pain, 

'Tis to purge thy spirit's dross ; 
All must fight, and none complain. 

Take the task thy Father gives, 
Bind it to thy cheerful breast : 

He who suffers, doubly lives ; 
He who suffers well, lives best. 

Serve not God because thou must, 
Twere the service of a slave ! 

Love alone is service just, 
Love is worship pure and brave. 

R 
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JEMIMA, THE DAUGHTEE OT JOB. 



Courage, then ! and nobly meek, 
Let thy lore thy sorrows quell ; 



Honour in obedience seek ; 
Play thy part, and play it well. 

November Id, 1847. 



SONG. 



There's the fruit in the blossom, the flower in the bud, 

The beam in the cloud, and the pearl in the flood ; 

Then fear not, oh fear not ! the promise is true, 

Though the sun may be hidden, he'll shortly break through. 

The veil may hang over the things we desire, 
And Hope half extinguish her tremulous fire ; 
But Patience shall breathe on the delicate flame, 
Till it leap up exulting to heaven, whence it came. 

Thou seest not the gems in the ocean that lie, 
Thou seest not the angels around thee that fly ; 
But believe and rejoice ! it is Faith that can see 
Where the jewels and angels and hidden things be. 

There's the fruit in the blossom, the flower in the bud, 
The beam in the cloud, and the pearl in the flood ; 
The fountain of joy in thy heart is concealed, — 
"Wait, wait and the treasures shall all be revealed. 



JEMIMA, THE DAUGHTER OF JOB. 

There was no fairer than Jemima seen 
In broad Arabia ; seen, amidst the bowers 




JEMIMA, THE DAUGHTER OF JOB. 
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Of her paternal home, or playing fond 

And childlike with the flocks, or clothed in grace 

And woman's majesty, moving intent 

'Midst household offices of daily love, 

Like precious fragrance, felt, perceived, enjoyed, 

But silent — ever faithful to her charge, 

Still was Jemima lovely. The great sire, 

The patriarch of patience, long had prayed 

For her salvation, and he hourly saw 

The answers to his prayers flow richly back 

To his paternal bosom, from her works, 

And looks, and words, so meekly eloquent 

With smooth consistency, and even flow 

Of beauteous order, that true language breathes, 

From self-denying souls ; the silent proof 

Of sanctity within. 

It was a glorious eve, and Job, now crown'd 
With white hairs' majesty, walked stately forth 
Amidst his broad domains. At his right hand 
The fair Jemima — with a step as free 
As the young antelope's, a look as bright 
And lovely as the evening star when first 
She draws aside the veil the sunbeams wove 
Around her azure bower — moved gracefully. 
He oft, benignant, fix'd a raptured gaze 
On her beloved countenance, and oft 
Calmly exalted raised his patient soul 
In glowing gratitude to Him whose grace 
Had formed a thing so fair, and then bestowed 
The inestimable prize on his old age, 
To love him, and be loved in sweet return. 

" My father," said the maiden, " if so far 
Thy wisdom may descend, drawn by the arms 
Of strong, yet lowly love, tell me, I pray, 
Why God afflicts the righteous ? Thou of old 
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JEMIMA, THE DAUGHTER OP JOB. 



Was upright, without stain ; yet did He yield 

His charge to the arch-fiend : could this become 

The faithful and the just 1 Thou frown'st, my sire ; 

Perchance my folly errs, but thou wilt deign 

To instruct my ignorance, my fault forgive." 

" Daughter," replied the prince, " star of my age, 

Thy youth may best excuse thine erring speech. 

Jehovah cannot but be true ; His ways 

Are far too glorious for thine eyes to scan. 

We must lay down our robes of pride and power, 

And kneel as children at His feet to learn 

The lesson of His lips ; and when He frowns 

And hides in thunder, we with trustful hearts 

Still lower must descend, yet looking up 

With all the confidence of infant love. 

For me, my daughter, be thou well assured 

He never gave me to the archangel's power ; 

But while permitting those malicious hands 

To rob me of my dearest earthly wealth, 

He held them in His own, and only kept 

My treasures for me, hiding still my soul 

Beneath His wings. Each sorrow changed to joy, 

Touched by His smile ; and all my heart was deck'd 

In the white robe of penitence ; my head 

Crowned with humility, that sapphire crown, 

Which, as the brow of pride the lightning draws, 

Attracts the sunbeam. 



In God's eternal truth." 

The daughter meek 
Listened and wept repentance, and adored 
The Incomprehensible. 



Therefore rest, my child, 
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THE WITNESS OF THE SAINTS. 

Oh sweeter and more sure a thousand times 
The witness of the saints, than all the dreams 
Of old philosophy ! — she groping, fell ; 
The truth she could not find ; but soaring swift 
And lofty, left far distant the pure light, 
Which babes sit down at Jesus' feet and see. 

I knew a little orphan boy 

Who had been taught to pray, 
And Jesus was his only joy, 

And Him he loved alway. 

I ask'd him why, since blest with grace, 

I sometimes saw him weep ; 
The child look'd sadly in my face, 

And sigh'd both long and deep. 

" My tears," he said, " will often flow, 
For I am poor and sad ; 
But every tear to Christ doth go, 
He counts them all, and this I know, 
And then my heart is glad. 

" I weep my parents lost to me, 
I miss their loving voices ; 
And then Christ tells me where they be, 
And then my heart rejoices. 

" And thus my soul is full of tears, 
But Jesus is my light ; 
Without Him all in black appears, 
And with Him all in white." 
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THE TIME OF PEACE. 



I saw a champion brave and wise, 
Christ's soldier free and true ; 

And ask*d him, if, so near the skies, 
His soul one sorrow knew. 

He sighM and said, " The soul who keeps 

On heaven her constant eye, 
The perfect heart who never sleeps 

Perchance may nerer sigh. 

u But, ah ! the sunbeam in my breast, 
Watch o'er it as I may, 
Oft trembles through dark tears oppress'd, 
And well-nigh fades away." 

And then I asked a hoary sage 

With locks of snowy white, 
If thought of death, or chill of age 

Had quenched his hidden light. 

" Ah no !" he said, with kindling eye, 
" Cold Death shall quench it never ! 
It feels its kindred sunshine nigh, 
And trembling towards its native sky 
Leaps up to burn for ever." 



" Of the increase of His government and peace there shall be 
no end." — Isaiah ix. 7. 

Glorious Peace ! let men deride thee, — 

Power is written on thy brow ; 
Let the world for meanness chide thee, — 

Daughter of our God art thou. 



THE TIME OF PEACE. 




THE TIME OP PEACE. 
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Born with Bethlehem's Infant lowly, 
Thou His destinies shalt share ; 

Where He lifts His standard holy, 
Thou shalt find a palace there. 

Hand-in-hand with thee He rideth 
Over wild, and waste, and wave ; 

Empires sink, but He abideth : 
Gems of love His pathway pave. 

See the bright baptized nations 
Meet in wedded peace and truth ; 

Love steals o'er their stormy passions ; 
Earth awakes to new-born youth. 

See, as, like a level ocean, 
At her Sovereign's feet she lies, 

Music is her only motion, 
Glorious mirror of the skies. 

Then when He, her Prince and Maker, 
Walketh o'er His kingdom fair, 

Thou, in His reproach partaker, 
Diadem divine shalt wear. 

Proudest souls to thy dominion, 
Perfectly subdued shall be ; 

And, beneath thy boundless pinion, 
Want shall cease and slaves be free. 

Yes ! o'er sea and land shall hover, 
Dove of Christ ! thy wings so wide ; 

Glory, thine eternal lover, 
Openly shall own His bride. 
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TO THE CHRISTIAN. 



Lands that ocean rent asunder, 
Thou with golden chains shalt wed ; 

And a boundless song of thunder 
Isle to isle shall shout and spread. 

Hark ! the sound of many waters ! 

War is dead, and slain is strife ; 
God is with His sons and daughters ; 

All is love and all is life." 



Christian, look up ! 
When thy heart is heavy with dark care, 
When it aches with loneliness or loss, 
When it feels the shadow of despair, 

Bring it to the cross. 

When thy soul grows weary in the war, 

When the shield hath tired thy feeble arm, 
When thine eye hath lost its guiding star, 

Look to Christ for calm. 

Tempests roll around thee and above, 

Earthly weights depress thy heavenly wing, 
Earth's attractions would divide thy love — 

Still is Christ thy King. 

Dost thou weep that some dear face hath left thee ? 

Some beloved voice for ever gone ? 
Think that He still is thine, who thus bereft thee : 
Thou art not alone. 



August, 1848. 



TO THE CHRISTIAN. 




HYMN. 
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Tear thy clinging heart-strings, though they bleed, 

From the dear but dying loves that be : 
Christ will arm thee to the martyr deed — 

His heart bled for thee. 



Fairer than all the flowers beneath Thee springing, 
White lily in earth's lowly valley born, 
Brighter than every planet round Thee singing, 
Day-star of glory's everlasting morn. 

The dying mother's prayer is not so tender, 
The nightingale's soft hymn is not so sweet ; 
Love's soul, and purity's unspotted splendour 
In each of Thy meek tear-drops melting meet. 

Under Thy wing the wounded dove finds healing, 
Upon Thy breast the lost lamb finds repose ; 
Thy heart, sole refuge for each human feeling, 
Sure sanctuary for all human woes. 

The poor man's Brother, and the babe's mild Teacher, 
Eyes to the blind, and freedom to the slave ; 
The only light, love, life of every creature, 
Oh ! take the world Thou didst expire to save ! 

Only Thy sceptre can unite the nations, 
Only Thy precious Cross their hearts can draw ; 
Thy voice alone can heal their desolation, 
Peace is Thy government, and love Thy law. 



HYMN. 
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" GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD." 

The seed is sown ; o'er many a fruitful acre 

Lo ! the green promise now appears ; 
And can the heart of man forget the Maker 

Of Summer's golden smiles and Spring's warm tears ? 
O child of wealth ! thy servants forth thou sendest, 

O'er thy broad fields the lavish store they spread, 
And yet like them thou on thy God dependest, — 

Pray to thy Father for thy daily bread. 

And thou, poor child of want ! who sowest weeping, 

Lift up in faith to heaven thy tearful eyes ; 
The precious seed is in thy Father's keeping, 

He makes the drops to fall, the sun to rise. 
He hears thy hungry children ; He is able 

And willing the rich feast for all to spread : 
Oh ! wouldst thou see His hand heap high thy table ? 

Pray to thy Father for thy daily bread. 

Come down, ye proud, kneel by your starving brothers ; 

Men of the world ! pause in your whirlwind strife ; 
Pale sempstress ! hardy sailor ! children ! mothers ! 

Queen of Britannia ! poor man's weary wife ! 
Lift, lift your eyes, your hands, from cot and city, 

To Him by whom the universe is fed, 
And, surely trusting in His power and pity, 

Pray to your Father for your daily bread. 

0 Thou, Love's Fountain ever overflowing, 

Sufficient for Thine every creature's need ; 
Sea-weed and seraph-life alike bestowing, 

Delighting Thy great family to feed ; 
Thou by Whose hands in human flesh extended 

The feast on Galilee's green grass was spread ; 
From Whom fresh manna morn by morn descended ; 

Thou Who didst bid us pray for daily bread ; 
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Whose balmy breath the soft south zephyr maketh ; 

Whose smile in every sunbeam life imparts ; 
Whose tender touch the infant corn awaketh, 

As from its mother's breast it smiling starts ; 
Whose pity from the rainbow weeps Jove-treasure ; 

Innumerable flowers betray Whose tread ; 
Whose hand drops buds and blossoms without measure — 

Father ! to Thee we pray for daily bread. 

Thou Who Thy little singing birds dost cherish, 

Thou Who the lily's silver cup dost fill, 
Close but Thy hand, Thine ear, and lo ! we perish ; 

Cease Thou to work, Creation's pulse stands still. 
But oh ! what need we fear Thy love denying ? 

Thou whose life-blood for the world's life was shed, 
Whose broken body saves our souls from dying, 

And feeds them with imperishable bread. 



Thou meek serenest angel ! calm's perfection 
Shaded the sacred silence of thy birth, 

But Peace herself rose in thy resurrection, 

When from the grave with Christ thou earnest forth. 

When on thy breast the new-born babe Creation, 
Pure from her Father's hand awaked and smiled, 

Thy cradling arms of love and adoration 
Held up to heaven the consecrated child. 

But when upon thy rapture-quiv'ring pinions 
Thy Lord our Life and Light triumphant rose, 

A deeper Sabbath flow*d o'er God's dominions 
Than when thy breath bathed Eden in repose. 



THE SABBATH. 
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THE SABBATH. 



On thy meek brow of most unspotted whiteness 
The name of Christ in crimson lines is traced ; 

The star that crown'd Creations dawn with brightness 
Now in Redemption's diadem is placed. 

With wings balm-drooping, and with joy anointed, 
White dove let loose from holiest heart of Peace, 

Faithful thou fliest to thine hour appointed, 
O'er the dark flood, and bidd'st its raging cease. 

But ah ! where shalt thou rest, sweet bird of Pity ? 

And who thy heavenly olive-leaf will take ? 
Trembling and bleeding, chased from cot and city, 

Thy heart of love seems only born to break. 

As some fond mother by her child's unkindness 
Wounded to death, yet dies for him in prayer, 

Thou meekest martyr to man's maddest blindness, 
Return'st to heaven to sigh for sinners there. 

And thence again, burden'd with sevenfold blessing, 

Eager thy foes thou fliest to embrace, 
Thy kiss of peace on every brow impressing, 

Leaving thy angel-step in every place. 

Thousands of little children meet thee singing, 

Thou lead'st them forth as lambs in pastures green ; 

The labourer, with his babes aroud him clinging, 
Deck'd by thy hand, in Sabbath suit is seen. 

From the dark pit thou liftest the poor miner, 
Far on the deep with thee the sailor sings, 

The earth-bound soul thou stirr'st to thoughts diviner, 
The broken heart finds balm beneath thy wings. 




A TEAR. 
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My country's crown ! birthright of high and lowly ! 

Chosen celestial bride from sisters seven ; 
Sweet bond of brotherhood ! Truth's herald holy ! 

Bright golden marriage-ring of earth and heaven ! 

Pure fountain where the stains of labour vanish, 
And all his weary limbs are bathed in rest ; 

Mild monarch, mighty to subdue and banish 
The traitors and the rebels of the breast. 

Opening the house of God in every nation, 
Waking the shout of praise from sea to sea, 

Sounding the silver trumpet of salvation, 

Making the poor man rich, the bondman free. 

Faith's coVnant rainbow ! Hope's sheet-anchor cable ! 

Love's harp attuned to Joy's immortal lay ; 
Pledge-cup of life, new from the Father's table ; 
The Lamb's eternal coronation-day. 
January 1855. 



A tear ! the soul's pure crystal word — 
Truth's language — feeling's eloquence, 

More potent than the avenging sword, 
To conquer hate and slay offence. 

When melting from Compassion's eye 
(As vernal drops from heavens of May), 

Where fierce Remorse has shrunk to die, 
Too vile for hope, too proud to pray. 

The precious tears of Mercy fall 
On the despairing heart of stone ; 

New life, new feeling, thrill it all, — 
The deathless seed of love is sown. 



A TEAR. 
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A TEAR. 



The tender blade of sacred grief 

Breaks through the now relenting soil, 
And holiness, a golden sheaf, 



A tear ! the babe's first feeble prayer ; 

The o'erflowing of its mother's joy ! 
As the cold dew white snowdrops wear, 

On thy wan cheek, poor orphan boy ! 

But like the sparkling summer rain 
On thy rose-face, glad child of wealth ! 

A drop thy cup could not contain, 
Fill'd to the brim with life and health. 

A tear ! the pearl in Friendship's crown, 
Which mines of jewels could not buy ; 

The charm to chase a father's frown ; 
The purest gem of Beauty's eye. 

When o'er the death-cold form I bend, 
Which throbb'd so warm with love to me, 

Speak not, ah ! speak not, dearest friend, 
But let thy soothing tears flow free. 

And thou, 0 penitent distress'd ! 

Go to the Cross thy Lord to meet ; 
A tear will tell thy meaning best — 

Go, wash with tears those bleeding feet. 

Thou who, salvation-girt array'd 
With truth, hope-helmeted, peace-shod, 

Go'st forth to battle undismay'd — 
The glorious battle of thy God : 

To bruise the serpent, souls to win, 

Go first to Olivet's sad steep, 
And there, with Him who bore our sin, 

Look on Jerusalem and weep ! 



Rewards at last the weeper's toil. 
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

My sister ! come and worship, for the western heavens 
shine 

And kindle up the lamps of God's Cathedral like a 
shrine ; 

Lo ! one by one they glitter forth high on its columns tall, 
And glory fills the house of prayer which He hath built 
for all. 

O come with me and listen, love ! for at this holy hour, 
A thousand prayers are rising up from wood, and wave, and 
bower ; 

And every lily's soul ascends upon the wind's soft wing 
To heaven, which stoopeth down to meet each upward- 
breathing thing ; 
O come with me, beloved ! for ocean lone and dim 
Is heaving towards the stars that bathe their locks to-night 
in him ; 

See, see, their glitt'ring faces all his wildernesses pave, 
And angels walk in solemn watch melodious o'er the 
wave. 

O come with me and worship ! earth's thoughts be thrown 
away ; 

The stars are singing, — we can sing a loftier song than they ; 
For He who lit their countless fires, and fans their lightning 
rays, 

Bids thee and me burn evermore when they shall cease to 
blaze. 



EVENING WISH. 

" My mother ! see, the evening star is shining o'er the deep, 
And the little waves in cradle blue have rock'd themselves 
to sleep ; 
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MY THREE SISTERS. 



The task thou gayest me is done, the holy page is read, 

I come for thy sweet kiss, I lay on thy dear breast my head. 

" And now I go to pray alone my happy evening prayer, 
Then sink in dreams of paradise, unshadow'd by a care ; 
While still I think one joyous thought — so sweet, but for 
thy sake : 

0 might I from my slumber bright only in heaven awake ! 

" Nay, let me kiss away that tear ; for if it thus should be, 
And I am softly stolen home even to-night from thee, 
A little while and thou wilt come thy darling to regain, 
For when the bud is gone the rose can never long remain. 

" I thirst for that pure river wave whereof I hear thee sing, 
Methinks I feel my Saviour's call, my heart is on the wing ; 
Can I not draw thee with me by the power of strong desire, 
As the billows bear the gem to shore ere they in bliss 
expire ? " 

Night fell around the still repose : at midnight from her bed 
The mother stole to watch her child with soft ethereal 
tread; 

She bent to kiss the roseate lips — they smil'd, but they were 
cold, 

For the wave of life immortal to the shore of heaven had 
roird. 



MY THREE SISTERS. 

0 mt sister Geraldine is bright 

And beautiful as May ; 
Her hair — the softest shade of night, 

Her face — the dawn of day. 
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I love to see 'mid beauty's throng, 
Her eye the brightest star ; 



To hear hers sweetest far : 
To feel when her white fingers float 

Over the trembling keys, 
That hearts beat time to every note, 

Like billows to the breeze. 
But ah ! at night when all is past, 

And the gay music hush'd, 
I see that countenance o'ercast 

Which late like morning blush'd ; 
The jewel from her brow is spurn'd, 

Her heart's sad sigh I hear, 
And all her sister's pride is turn'd 

Into a sister's tear. 
But oh ! my little loving Kate ! 

Our dying mother's boon ! 
My lovely toy ! my merry mate ! 

A beam of summer's noon ! 
Sporting with thee my heart breaks free, 

And in thy laughter clear 
Joys more than when the melody 

Of Geraldine I hear. 
Dear child ! what fresh and simple bliss 

To chase thee o'er the lawn, 
To win or yield the prize, — a kiss, — 

Thou fairy-footed fawn ! 
To shower the daisies on thy head, 

So rich with sunny hair, 
To kneel with thee beside thy bed 

In sweet and solemn prayer. 
My Katie is the bright bluebell, 

My Geraldine the rose ; 
But the flower that in my heart doth dwell 
On earth no longer grows. 



And when sweet voices blend in song 



s 




258 



THANKSGIVING HARVEST HYMN. 



0, lily white ! 0, sister meek ! 

Mary, my own fond twin, 
The Saviour thou didst early seek 

Thee early saved from sin. 
How often in my dreams I feel 

Thy soft seraphic kiss ! 
While o'er my heart thy whispers steal, 

Like balmy waves of bliss. 
I seek the haunts we loved so well, — 

The lowly house of prayer, 
The widow's cot, the prisoner's cell, 

And thou dost meet me there. 
Yes, Mary ! death's dividing hand 

Gives but a passing pain, 
For soon in love's eternal land 

We shall embrace again : 
Wait for me yet a little while, 

Then hand in hand we soar, 
To worship in our Saviour's smile, 

Made one for evermore. 
December 29ih, 1854. 



THANKSGIVING HARVEST HYMN. 



" Thou crown eat the year with Thy goodness."— Psalm lxv. 1 1 . 
" Let the people praise Thee, O God ; let all the people praise 
Thee."— Psalm lxvii. 5. 



Sweet Sabbath ! Britain's treasure, 

Her guardian angel dear ! 
0 with what sacred pleasure 

Wilt Thou her anthem hear ! 
When, 'neath thy wing extending, 

Its shadow kind and sweet, 
Thou seest Britannia bending 

Before the Mercy Seat ! 



FOR SUNDAY, OCTOBER, 1, 1854. 
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The mother's bosom bringeth, 

For its dear sire to bless, 
The smiling babe that springeth 

Into his glad caress ; 
So thou, on bosom fairest, 

As with maternal bliss, 
A thankful nation bearest 

Her Father's feet to kiss. 

Lo ! o'er her vales and mountains, 

From every house of prayer, 
As from ten thousand fountains, 

Praise riseth on the air ; 
Victoria gently leadeth 

The millions of her flock, 
To Him who Israel feedeth, 

Our Shepherd and our Rock. 

Poor widow ! cloth'd in sable- 
Poor orphan ! hardly fed — 

Come to your Father's table, 
So bountifully spread ! 

His family assembles, 
The aged and the young, 

And one thanksgiving trembles 
On each rejoicing tongue. 

Our Father bendeth o'er us, 

With open heart and hand ; 
Lift, lift your voice in chorus, 

Throughout our favour'd land ! 
His feast, in rich redundance, 

He spreadeth far and near ; 
He crowneth with abundance 

The harvest of the year. 
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THANKSGIVING HARVEST HYMN. 



Ah ! had God's wrath forbidden 

The precious drops to fall, 
His awful justice hidden 

The sun that shines on all ; 
Had He withheld His mercies, 

What fears had riven our breast ! 
With dire domestic curses, 

And mighty war distress'd. 

But, lo ! like angels tender, 

His melting clouds He sent, 
They, crown' d with sunny splendour, 

Over His garden went ; 
Dropping on field and meadow, 

Like waves of wealth they rolTd, 
Till sunbeams chas'd the shadow, 

And turn'd the green to gold. 

0 ye whose barns no longer 

The blessing can contain, 
Let Charity grow stronger, 

Let Gratitude constrain ; 
Open your hands, outpouring 

The wealth they cannot hold, 
Then lift them up, adoring, 

High o'er the gather'd gold. 

0 Father ! Saviour holy ! 

And Comforter divine ! 
See, bow'd in worship lowly, 

A favoured flock of Thine ! 
Long by Thine arm defended, 

Long by Thy goodness fed, 
Thy hand is still extended 

In mercy o'er our head. 




THE EYE OF MARTYRDOM. 
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Meekly our sins confessing, 



One family we meet ; 
FilTd with Thy mighty blessing, 

Around our Father's feet ; 
0 from what sore affliction 

Hast Thou redeem'd our land ! 
We own Thy benediction ; 
We bless Thy saving hand ! 

Lord, while Thy goodness leads us 

Thus to observe Thy day, 
Praising the Hand that feeds us, 

Help us to love its sway ; 
Perpetuate thanksgiving, 

By self-devotion free, 
And to Thy glory living, 

A people saved by Thee ; 

Dispensing to each nation, 

What Thou to us hast given — 
The glad news of salvation, 

The priceless Bread of Heaven ; 
Till round the Cross embracing 

All at Thy banquet bow ; 
A world Thy bounty praising, 

As doth a nation now. 



THE EVE OF MARTYRDOM. 
As in the lonely Tower 



13he sat, she heard her brother's step, not light 

And buoyant, as it had in childhood been, 

But firmer, as if conscious that it trod 

The verge of heaven, and soon should cross the flood 

And tread the golden pavement. Pale his face, 

But not with fear ; rather with inspiration ; 
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THE EVE OF MARTYRDOM. 



He had by faith look'd into heaven : that sight 
Drove back the earth-born colour from his cheek, 
And planted rapture's lily there. He took 
His sister to his heart ; no whisper' d word 
Awhile they uttered ; theirs was love too great 
For speech, sorrow too sad for tears, and faith 
Too eloquent for song. 

Ah, Faith it was came down, and laid her hand 
On their communing eyes, and then they saw 
The crown, the white robes, and the conqueror-palm 
Prepar'd for them ; and then she touch' d their ears, 
And oh ! they heard such floating melodies, 
And choral hallelujahs, and sweet shouts 
From lips of Bethlehem's babes, and whispers wild, 
Yet rich in dying softness, rise and roll 
Around them, like the fragrance of the flowers 
Of May's first morn, or voices from the leaves 
Of that still waving tree, which grows for ever 
By life's clear stream, whose cool translucent wave 
Flows o'er the fever of the thirsty heart, 
And bids it thirst no more. 



Of that delicious moment ! Earthly fears, 

And agonies, and death, like hideous ghosts, 

Vanish'd in the sweet dawn of heavenly day, 

And the warm sunshine of the Lamb fell soft 

And soothing on their souls, and every storm 

Laid finger on its lip, and every wave 

Of horror sank in level peace, and Joy 

Walk'd o'er the slumb'ring deep, and spread his wings 

Radiant with thousand colours, open wide 

To the pure sunshine, and white-mantled Hope 

Wav'd her triumphant hand, and Love arose 

And snatch'd a harp from heaven, and struck the note, 

The key-note of her everlasting hymn. 



Oh, the calm bliss 
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HELEN ST. CLAIR. 



A FRAGMENT. 



Doubt ye not Helen's greatness, though ye read 
Her madness ; for the lofty feel the storm 

More than the lowly ; and the timid weed, 
Bending to every breeze her waveful form, 

May live to flourish o'er the prostrate oak, 

Or glorious cedar, fell'd by sudden lightning-stroke. 

Proud greatness suffers : Christ-like greatness kneels 
Robing herself in meekness, at His feet : 

Proud greatness, like the bark storm-shivered reels, 
Vailing her lofty top her grave to meet ; 

But Christ-like greatness, as a babe at rest, 

Sinks, hides, and slumbers in her Father's breast. 

Helen's was not Christ's majesty ; she thought 
To walk the world erect, and by one wave 

Of her light hand disperse the things that fought 
Against her will ; she dreamed her love should save 

Whate'er she loved ; and when the martyrs* died, 
She raised her rebel brow in sinful pride, 

And scorned to say, " He takes but what He gave." 

That pride drew down its punishment ; it fell 

A messenger of love — the Father's will ; 

The towering spirit crouched, the great heart's swell 

Stopped, and the strong rebellious mind stood still. 
* * » • • » 

But " Peace ! " had not yet passed those lips which said 
" Be still ! " The dark storm of a smitten soul 

Heaved suddenly beneath the surface spread 
So smooth, and the deep, howling, hideous roll 

Of wild rebellion — hushed and dumb as death — 

Still swelled, like thunders holding their hot breath. 



* See "Tbe Eve of Martyrdom." 
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THE ROYAL EAGLE AND WOUNDED DOVE. 

A glorious eagle hung with outspread wings 
Full in the sun's hot gaze, and every plume 
Was steep' d in golden beams, and from his eye 
Flash' d immortality ; yea, and the stars 
Like glittering dew-drops on his pinions strung. 
And far beneath him spread the exulting earth, 
Beautiful with white rocks and sunny isles, 
And azure oceans sleeping in the eye 
Of heaven. 

But struggling on the rugged verge 
Of precipice that trembled o'er the deep, 
The royal bird beheld a wounded dove, 
Though but a speck of whiteness through the sky 
Even to him she seemed ; yet he could see 
A poison'd arrow rankling in her heart, 
And, with its slow sharp finger, cruelly 
Drawing forth one by one the tender drops 
Of her young life's red fountain. 

Touch'd with power 
Of pitying gentleness, he stoop'd sublime 
From his exalted glory, where he soar'd 
Measuring infinitude, and downward bent, 
Cleaving the earth's impurer atmosphere 
With his star-dropping wings, until he stood 
Over the fainting dove ; and softly drew 
The keen shaft from her bosom, though he felt 
Its agony recoiling on himself ; 
And saw a curled serpent wreathing round 
The dying bird. But with a kingly scorn 
He plants his feet upon the reptile base, 
And draws the arrow out ; but the crush'd worm 
Turn'd writhingly, and plung'd his deadly sting 
Into that generous heart unarm'd that bled 
Already with compassion. 



Digitized by 



HEAVEN. 



265. 



Then— ah! then— 



The glorious eagle droop'd his crested head, 
And closed his heavenly wings, and o'er the dove 
Stoop'd down to die ; but even in dying spread 
His guardian wings above her, that no wound 
Should reach her, but right through her living shield. 
Joyous the serpent rose, prepared to strike 
The dove with stroke of death ; how then surprise 
And horror seized him, when he found his sting 
Was left and lost in that great heart of love, 
And he had lost his power ! 



He coiTd his hideous foldings round the form 
Of the great winged sovereign of the skies 
And proudly boasted the great conquest his. 
But soon the flaming sting was quench'd and lost, 
In the pure fountain of that spotless blood, 
Whose source it had unlock'd. 



The fainting majesty arose, and shook 
Creation with his footsteps, and, with strength 
Omnipotent, he seized the reptile weak, 
And, springing up a thousand leagues aloft, 
Hurl'd him into the ocean, vanquished, stunned 

And STINGLESS. 



Heaven is a land of truth ; 

There are no cowards in that sunbright place ; 

No crowned forehead there stoops to disgrace. 

Eye meeteth eye ; face looketh into face ; 

And not one look can raise a blush to break 

The bright transparent calm of spotless saintly cheek. 



Enraged and mad, 



Then towering up, 



HEAVEN. 
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HEAVEN. 



Heaven is a land of love : 
Brother meets brother, and looks not aside — 
The fond glance is not chill' d by self or pride ; 
The hand is never closed, the heart is open wide. 

Heaven is a generous land : 
Unclasped the fingers there ; the pulse beats free ; 
Thawed is the frozen breast ; each fount untied 
Out bursts exulting on the boundless sea 
Wherein God's love and all His loved ones be ; 
And swell the mighty shout of worship wide. 

Heaven is a land of peace : 

The fevered heart is open to the wave 

Of life's delicious river ; and the soul 

Whose storm-rent faculties calm silence crave, 

In floods of quietude her ears shall lave, 

Listening the echoes as immense they roll 

From the immortal song ; herself meanwhile 

Enshrined in some deep, shadowy golden isle 

Gemming Heaven's boundless ocean ; or reposing 

Near the eternal throne, watching in bliss 

The blue soft shades of grand eternity 

Around her closing, 

Exhaling all her heart to rapture's kiss. 

So in some shady dell, or forest glade, 

At twilight doth the weary pilgrim stay, 

And, softly couched beneath the solemn shade, 

Watch the blue planets one by one displayed, 

And list the night winds whispering as they stray, 

Or sound of summer thunder rolling far away. 

Heaven is the land of God : 

Each thought is true to Him ; His light doth fall 

On every face, and He is all in aU. 
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THE DYING DAUGHTER'S FAREWELL TO HER 



He knew that she was dying ; but the call, 

" Thy daughter asketh for thee," pierc'd his heart ; 

He hastened to her chamber ; there she lay 

'Mid the fair draperies of her little bed, 

As among snow the snowdrop. I have seen 

A soft white cloud reposing in calm heaven — 

An isle of peace on ocean deep of blue — 

Flush suddenly to richest roseate dye, 

Beneath the setting sun's warm look of love, 

Then slowly fade to purer, richer white : 

So did the momentary rose of joy 

Arise among the lilies of her cheek, 

To greet his tearful gaze, and so it died. 

The violets he had brought her still lay sighing 

On her smooth pillow, sweets most sorrowful. 

And now he felt her delicate fingers fold 

His trembling hand ; and then he heard a voice, 

Less by that ear which sounds of earth imbibes, 

Than by the invisible sense whereon distils 

Heaven's secret sweetness ; and the dying girl 

Thus whispered : — 

" My father— oh, my father ! ere I leave thee, 
I must into thy breast outpour my heart — 
It is so full of love, deep love to thee ; 
For thou hast been the joy of my young life— 
Thou wast the sunshine of my fragrant dawn, 
When as a poor frail b«d thou saw^t my birth, 
Smiling delight ; thou in my bosom warm 
Didst nurse the unconscious blossom till the dew 
Of heaven, attracted by thy constant prayer, 
Descended on my heart. In thy dear arms 
Thou to thy Saviour didst thy darling bring 



FATHER. 




THE DYING DAUGHTER'S FAREWELL TO HER FATHER. 

By daily supplication, till His hand 
Was laid upon her. 0 beloved one ! 
What joy do I owe Thee ? Thy strong prayers, 
As precious seed in favour'd garden sown, 
And watered with thy tears, have filPd this heart 
With heavenly blossoms ; round this dying bed 
Their fragrance floats. And day by day thy toil, 
The sweat of thy dear brow, thy weary steps, 
Thine anxious thought, thy self-denying pain, 
Pavilion'd me in palace-wealth of love. 
Thou, thou didst labour that I might repose 
In softest quiet ; for thou knew'st my heart, 
Knewest the books, the haunts, the things I loVd, 
So, straining every power and struggling sore, 
Brought me my treasures ; amid life's rough sea, 
Where thou wast roughly rock'd, for me didst build 
A little isle of beauty ; there thy hand 
My bower of many roses wove, and spread 
My dainty banquet ; on thy gentle brow 
Labour and care wrote deeply, — but on mine 
Thy hand with trembling delicacy hung 
A wreath of sunny gems ; Music and J oy, 
And Poesie, the sister seraphs, flew 
At thy love's charm to nurse me, and their songs 
Flooded my infant breast with ravishment. 
And when the heavenly Sabbath, that calm port 
For man's poor sinking tempest-troubled bark 
Gave thee to share thy own enchanted isle, 
How full my cup of sweet ! this heart was like 
A dove of peace on its overflowing brim, 
HoVring with love-gilt wings on thy soft finger. 
How didst thou teach my infant feebleness, 
Borne upward on thine eagle wing, to soar, 
Seeking the heaven thou lovedst ! Oh, 'twas bliss, 
To sit in the still quietude of love, 
At thy dear feet, drinking into my heart 
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The diamond dews of truth from those fond lips, 

The very lips of tenderness distilling, 

Warm with the beams of heaven ! 'Twas happiness, 

Led by thy hand through the dim city's streets, 

T emerge at length into the walks we lov'd, 

Where by cool stream, .beneath high waving boughs 

We side by side might linger, listening long 

To our own darling Robin's autumn note, 

Or watch our favourite flowers — thou teaching me 

To love their fairer Maker ; for thy lip 

Was a glad echo to His joyous praise, 

And bird, and breeze, and butterfly awaked 

Its warm response. 0, what deep sympathy 

Hath touch'd and link'd our souls ! how dear to me 

Became the flower thou gatheredst ! or the tree 

Thou didst admire ! a leaf pluck'd by thy hand 

I hoarded with my treasures, till it now 

Is faded like my face ; our eyes as one 

Gazed on the silvery cloud, or sunset flush, 

Or evening star, with the same ecstasy. 

0 my beloved ! I am hast'ning now 

To the green fields of Canaan, whereof thou 

Hast taught me from my childhood ; there again 

We shall together rove ; that sunny land 

Of Sabbath calm which thou didst bid me seek ; 

There we shall walk together, and once more, 

My father ! this entranced ear shall drink 

The music of that voice, which never breathed 

To me but tenderness — e'en in rebuking, 

With love it trembled. Oh, we shall again 

Go side by side among the works of God — 

His deathless flowers, His amaranthine trees. 

We cannot long be parted ; for our souls 

Are knit together, and I only go 

For wings to come and fetch thee — go to learn 

The shining way, whereby thy steps I'll lead 
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THE BROKEN LILY. 



To our eternal home. When thy poor head 
Lies on its dying pillow, and thy brow 
Burns with dull fever, and thou feel'st a gale 
Of sudden sweetness — when on thy hot lip 
A drop from the pure crystal wave doth fall, — 
Know I am near thee; 'tis my waving wing, 
My life-dipt finger. Then thy ravish' d soul 
Shall leap exulting from her clay to meet 
Thy Saviour, and my mother, and thy child." 



My garden was to me a paradise : 
Thou, 0 my son, the godly cedar there, 
Beneath whose shade I sat ; around thee twin'd 
A fair transplanted myrtle scarce less dear. 
In spring I had a bed of violets ; 
The air was melted with their sweetness ; these 
Died one by one. Then, with more anxious love 
I nurs'd my living flowers ; thee, eldest rose, 
With thy babe mossy buds — thy sister pale, 
Yet oh, how fragrant ! white, soft jessamine, 
And thee, rich rose, half op'ning in my breast. 
These were my joy ; but one, yet one I had, 
That bloom' d the last of all, my summer flower, 
My tall white lily. I could feel my cheek 
Flush with proud joy, when passers-by admir'd 
How on her stem she rose— rose day by day 
In modest grace, and rapidly put forth 
Her rich white bud in early perfectness. 
How quickly did it open ! and what floods 
wance o'er me stole, as in the beams 



THE BROKEN LILY. 



TO MR. AND MRS. S . 
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TO MY CHILD IN HEAVEN. 
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Of the warm summer sun she waving bent 

To the soft winds of love ! " This flower," methought, 

" Shall flourish o'er my grave." 

'Twas eve ; I walk'd 
Rejoicing in mine Eden ; suddenly 
I niiss'd my lily ; lo ! the stem was snapp'd — 
The white bell in the dust ; the dew of morn 
Hung yet upon it ; and the sunbeams scarce 
Could leave the warm heart ; still the sighing wind 
Came to drink sweetness from the stricken flower. 
For, me my heart was broken with its treasure ; 
Me, dewy tear refresh'd not — beam illum'd not, 
Nor sigh of pity sooth'd. I spurn'd them all ; 
The fever thirst of love despoiFd, consum'd 
My dying spirit ; till I heard Thy voice, 

0 Love, that smote me, now I know 'tis Thou. 

1 yield my lily, yield me all to Thee. 



TO MY CHILD IN HEAVEN. 

Deep in thy mother's breast thine image lies, 
As morning's star in lonely mountain lake, 

The strange refulgence of those glorious eyes, 
Where dawn of sunny thought began to break. 

All flush'd with soft luxuriancy of love 
The perfect outline of that cheek — that lip, 

Where heavenly beauty, as a silver dove, 
Came down in waves of purity to dip. 

But ah ! the unearthly purity o'erflowed 
And drown'd the fervent roses of thy face ; 

While through the crystal flood intensely glow'd 
The pearl-mind flashing from its secret place. 
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mother's song to little bobby. 



Whiter and whiter, as I daily gazed, 
The spotless snowdrop in my bosom grew, 

As, bathing in its Saviour's blood, it raised 
Its tender head beneath His silent dew. 

Silent and still His calm, soft Spirit came ; 

Beneath His baptism my flower bent down ; 
Then glory fell, and through th' ascending flame 

I saw a pearl born on my Saviour's crown. 



MOTHER'S SONG TO LITTLE BOBBY. 

FOR HIS BIRTHDAY, OCTOBER 5, 1854. 

Little Bobby ! drop of honey 

In the rose of wedded love ! 
Cunning fairy ! fond and funny ! 

Mother's laughing, cooing dove ! 
Heart emotion rich and simple 

Stirs thy prattling tougue to speak ; 
Graces dance in every dimple 

Of thy round and roguish cheek. 
From thy cot at morning early, 

Peeps that archly-smiling face, 
Like a dancing dew-drop pearly, 

From her lily lurking-place. 
Then I hear thee loudly prating ; 

For thy tongue's a mountain rill, 
Not for theme or audience waiting ; 

How can such a stream stand still ? 
0 I love to deck and dress thee, 

Smooth the brown waves of thy hair ! 
0 my bosom bounds to bless thee, 

When I hear thy lisping prayer ! 
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To thy father then I show thee, 

As he hasteth to his toil ; 
Heaven upon us did bestow thee, 

All the wheels of work to oil. 
Soon I hear of school-hours ending ; 

For thy little patt'ring feet, 
Like the summer drops descending, 

Hurrying trot along the street. 
Then I watch thee, fingers folding, 

Twinkling eyelids hardly shut, 
Scarce till grace is said withholding 

From the plate before thee put. 
How my breast with joy is brimming, 

When beneath thy dainty hat, 
(All of love's own tricksy trimming,) 

Beams thy face so broad and fat ! 
When along the park we're walking, 

How my heart leaps up with joy, 
If I hear the passers talking 

Of the beauty of my boy ! 
Yes, my Bobby ! tender treasure ! 

Bird of love ! thou cam'st to bring 
Tears and smiles, and pain and pleasure, 

On thy wild and wayward wing. 
Could I, sweet one ! now resign thee ? 

Ah ! my poor heart dares not say ! 
0 how tightly dost thou twine thee 

Closer round it every day ! 
Like convolvulus, love-guided 

Over some frail lily's cup, 
Can they ever be divided ? 

Mine in thy life seems bound up. 
Where, my love, shall hearts so blending, 

Find beneath these changing skies 
Place for union never-ending — 

Love's perennial paradise ? 



t 
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psalm cm. 13. 



Ah ! not here ! but in the garden 

Where death's blight hath never breath'd, 
•Where in sunny floods of pardon 

Round the throne God's flowers are wreath'd. 
There my little son and daughter, 

With your parents may ye grow, 
By the crystal living water, 

All those waves with glory flow. 



" Like as a father pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth 
them that fear Him." 

Dost thou pity me, my father, 

When the storms of grief oppress ? 
Think, oh! think, then, how much rather 

Jesus pities thy distress. 

Does it fill thy heart with pleasure, 

Thy dependent child to feed ? 
Oh ! how freely without measure, 

He will fill thy every need ! 

Dost thou mark with kind compassion 

Every transient pain I feel ? 
Sees He not thy tribulation ? 

Will not He thy sickness heal ? 

Art thou deaf to my petition ? 

Canst thou willingly deny ? 
Hence, depart, each base suspicion ! 

Hears not He His children cry ? 

Wouldst thou coldly leave me lying 

Friendless on the bed of death ? 
And will He forsake thee dying, 

Or despise thy struggling breath ? 



PSALM CIII. 13. 




PSALM XXXVII. 16. 



275 



No ! ah, no ! my tender father ! 

If thy love so great to me, 
Oh ! remember how much rather 

Thy Redeemer loveth thee. 



" A little that a righteous man hath is better than the riches 
of many wicked.'* — Psalm xxxvii 16. 

Oh Father, God! my heart doth not desire 
Those heaps of wealth to which the great aspire ; 
" A little " of thy love my soul may cheer 
Better than all these riches will appear. 
I ask no sumptuous fare, no costly dress, 
Feed me with Christ, clothe me with righteousness. 
I ask no servant train to swell my pride, 
Nor wish in soft, luxurious ease to ride. 
If I but favoured be with health and bread, 
Some quiet shelter for my humble head, 
Refreshing water, raiment clean and neat, 
Add but Thy love— my wealth is all complete. 
Yet would I strive some offering to lay by, 
For Zion's cause, or those less rich than I, 
And sing, while hastening Thy poor lambs to feed, 
" A little, with Thy love, is wealth indeed." 



TO ALICE. 
Alice! thy first year has flown ; 

Underneath Love's golden wing, 
Like a blossom thou hast grown, 

Tender, helpless, tiny thing ! 
And the little harp that rung 

When thy spirit first arriv'd, 
Shall to-day afresh be strung 

By the thought of thee reviv'd. 
t 2 
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TO ALICE. 



Little pilgrim, newly come, 

Lovely stranger-spirit dear ! 
Now no longer art thou dumb, 

Speech is giv'n to crown thy year. 
Life and immortality 

Warm within thee didst thou bring, 
Even when thy first faint cry 

Through thy mother's heart did ring ; 
But no word of love or song, 

Could thy fetter*d tongue impart, — 
None was needed — spokesman strong 

Ready mov*d that yearning heart. 
Melting like a fount first broken, 

All her nature gush'd to bless ; 
Mighty eloquence unspoken 

Pleaded in thy dumb distress. 
Ah ! what music then, and pleasure, 

Feels she in those accents clear, 
Bursting from her tiny treasure, 

In her little life's first year ! 
If so sweet the babe's first word 

In the mother's ear of love, 
Who can tell how prayer is heard 

By that fonder Ear above 
Which hath bent so long in vain 

O'er the harden'd prayerless breast ? 
How it thrills to catch the strain 

First by penitence express'd, 
When the spirit, dumb so long 
In the death of self and sin, 
Doth the everlasting song 

Of her Saviour's love begin ! 
Sweet, renew thy silver prattle ; 

Every word is like a pearl ; 
Music in life's stormy battle ; 
Mother's little, talking girl ! 




THE FALLEN ANGEL. 
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0 how beautiful thou seemest — 
Instinct with immortal life ! 

Nought of death or pain thou dreamest, 

Nought of human sin or strife. 
Bright things all around thee spreading, 

Soft things all beneath thee press'd, 
Love's first drops thy heart is shedding, 

Like the rosebud in thy breast. 
Yet thou art a cradled eaglet, 

Yet thou art a kindling spark, 
Born to burn — to strive — to struggle — 

Built for ocean, fairy bark ! 
Storms are howling round thy pillow, 

Though love's feathers hold them out ; 
Ah, I hear life's heaving billow 

Threat'ning thee with thunder shout ! 
Yet, soft, little, smiling blossom, 

Jesus speaks in tones divine ; 
" Hide thee in thy Shepherd's bosom, 

Poor, lost lamb ! for thou art Mine. 

1 will seek and I will save thee, 
Every babe My love hath blest ; 

And though foes desire to have thee, 
Who can snatch thee from My breast ? " 



THE FALLEN ANGEL. 

There stood the hideous shape 
Of open disobedience, like a tall 
And perfect column, rearing its high head 
To mock the lightning, and, as just reward, 
Stamp'd visibly with the black, burning blast 
Of the pure fire's contempt. He looked most like 




278 



THE SPIRIT SEEKING LIGHT. 



A night without a star, yet blazing bright 
With blood-red conflagrations ! a dead sea 
Without a breeze, yet heaving franticly 
With earthquakes deep below ; a giant rock 
Tottering from its base above a sea 
Of fire unfathomable. There stood he, 
Still awful in his beauty : the fair lip 
Curl'd like an adder in the passionate sneer 
Of pride unspeakable, and the high brow 
Heavy as thund'rous midnight ; the vast form 
Dilating with rebellion. Like a spark 
Flying against the face of Him whose breath 
Form'd it from nothing ; like a troubled drop 
Leaping from ocean, swelling with vain scorn 
Of such dependence, fighting with its weight, 
Quivering alone a moment, struggling sore 
With the omnipotent down-grasp of power 
Resistless ; or like haughty rebel ray 
Self-sever'd from the sun, thinking to shine 
In solitary state — yea, to eclipse 
Its sire magnificent ; even so stood he 
When Michael turned. 



So lightning meets the sunbeam ; so he drops 
His scorch'd eyelids under her pure gaze, 
And flies the august confronting ; so fell down 
The orbs of Satan, 'neath the radiant look 
Of the erect archangel 



THE SPIRIT SEEKING LIGHT. 

" Light I love ; ye stars on high, 
Jewels of the summer sky ! 
Daughters ye of light appear, 
Ever young and ever clear ; 



Then met those angel eyes. 




THE SPIRIT SEEKING LIGHT. 
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Yet though beautiful ye be, 
Noble, mighty, high, and free ! 
Though I watch you all the night, 

0 ye lovely stars of light ! 
Never can ye give the ray 
Which shall fill my soul with day. 

1 have watched you long and late ; 
There ye keep your royal state, 
Looking down with pomp sublime 
On the things of earth and time ; 
Yet ye cannot give me day, 

Oh ye fair ones far away ! 

" Sun ! upon thy glorious throne, 
Ever lovely and alone ! 
Save, when looking in thy face, 
Stands the moon with silent grace ; 
Thou hast spots, oh thou so bright ! 
Whither shall I go for light ? " 



" Erring spirit, look on me, 
I thy faithful guide will be ; 
I will show thee One more bright 
Than the morning stars of light ; 
Come to Bethlehem, for there 
Shines a Sun, unspotted, fair ; 
In this babe, so young and meek, 
Dwells the light Earth's children seek, 
Deeper, warmer, purer far 
Than the rays of sun or star, 
Gushing in a fountain swelling 
From the heart within Him dwelling. 
He has brought it from the throne 
Whence it truly springs alone — 
Brought it boundless, fresh, and free, 
For all the people and for thee" 



ANSWER. 
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EVENING. 



'T was eve : the summer moon had raised 

Her lovely crescent white, 
And round her brow in beauty blazed 

The gems of night. 

And through the wood and o'er the deep 

The wind in whispers crept, 
And wrapt as if iri childhood's sleep, 

Calm nature slept. 

And like the angel of her dreams 
The night-bird warbled clear, 

E'en till the moon's enchanted beams 
Stood still to hear. 

Sweet silence o'er the landscape spread, 

Peace o'er the fragrant air, 
And every flower boVd down her head 

As if in prayer. 

So sinks the child of God to sleep, 

Beneath his Saviour's eye, 
Which, soft as Cynthia, wakes to keep 

Its vigil nigh. 

And, like the stars, in silence move 

A thousand angels round, 
While the calm spirit breathes His love 

Without a sound. 




APPENDIX. 



GOD IS LOVE. 



' Say, what is the song of the blossoms of spring, 
And the rich flowers of summer, O what do they sing ? 
All, drooping, adoring, or gazing above, 
Breathe softly in music, "Jehovah is love." 

The whispering Wind, as he wends on his way, 

Through the woods, o'er the ocean wave, what doth he say ? 

When the boughs of the forest in harmony move, 

Hear ye not his deep whisper, " Jehovah is love." 

The wild-winged birds as they chant in their mirth, 
Of the beautiful things of this beautiful earth, 
The lark and the linnet, the finch and the dove, 
Unite in proclaiming, "Jehovah is love." 

The giant-like clouds with their silvery hue, 

And their wide wings of gold spread abroad on the blue, 

The magnificent stars that roll glorious above, 

How they shout, how they thunder, "Jehovah is love ! " 



NOAH'S STORY OF THE DELUGE. 

" My children ; lend an ear. I tell a tale 
Of terror and of truth. 
Know, then, these eyes 

Have seen two hundred springs, since first they look'd 
Upon the finished Ark. And long ere that 
(A hundred springs twice told,) they had beheld 
The deepening shades of sin, which darkly fell 
O'er all thiDgs beautiful and holy. 
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noah's story of the deluge. 



The earth was brighter then, — ere yet the world 
Of waves had thundered o'er her. She was young. 
Her mountains were all dress'd in waving palms, 
And sent forth thousand odours. O'er their summits 
Hovered the sunny tints of changeful light, 
And down their green declivities ran rivers 
Clear as the pure young moonbeams, sending forth 
A merry everlasting, murmured music. 

And then there lived a race of noble souls, 
The very sons of God. Each day and night 
They sang their Father's praises, and they sought 
To follow the example of His love 
And quick benevolence. 

Wisdom flowed from their lips, and Truth lit up 
Their mercy-speaking eyes. 



They had as manly sons — but these, alas ! 
Fell from their glory. On this beauteous earth 
Dwelt creatures more like things of Paradise 
In outward beauty ; they were Cain's bright daughters ; 
As graceful as the very Bow of God. 
They came to yonder plains, and mingled with us ; 
The stately sons of God beheld their beauty, 
And, one by one, lost their High Father's image. 
Adoring those bright forms God's image faded 
From each false heart ; for, worshipped in His stead 
Was the fair idol, Beauty. 



Was lost in the soft blandishments of love ; 
The song of lofty praise, which charmed the Angels, 
Was changed to folly's lays. 



On the dark, Bin-stained earth, in thoughtless dance. 
Manhood forgot his dignity, forgot the law 
Which God in Eden gave, — high privilege 
To rule the will of woman, and assert 
The grandeur of his nature more sublime. 
His lordly spirit stooped to silken yoke 
Of woman's fading charms. 
Bright Holiness departed — hid her face, 
And blushed among the angels. 



With fearful course and swift. Not more profuse, 
Not more resistless, rose the mighty waves 
Of that dark, fearful Deluge, than the floods 
Of sin and shame grew mighty, sweeping down 
The checks of conscience and the force of truth. 



Oh manly race ! 



Voice of prayer 



Now they strayed 



Sin still grew 
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My children ! I may boast my noble line ! 

I number in my ancestors great Seth, — 

And greater still, divine and princely Enoch, 

Who reigneth now with God. I boast of this, 

For we are called God's sons. Oh, high distinction ! 

For the majestic sake of His dear promise, 

He kept my wandering soul, and made me rise 

Like Ararat, above the general ruin. 

One solemn night, I sought a distant forest 

To pray, to weep, to intercede for man, 

When round my path celestial splendour shone, 

So that I saw not earth, nor earthly thing, 

But like a spirit stood, and heard the voice 

The glorious voice of God. Solemn it rose, 

Swelling with wrathful holiness, and love 

Deeply offended. Thus it said, 11 Behold, 

The end of flesh is come ; My glorious earth 

Is blackened with pollution, and Mine eyes 

Can bear the sight no more ; I do arise 

And smite the sinful world in righteousness. 

Make thee an ark, capacious to contain 

Of every living creature. Man shall die ; 

But thou shalt live, thou the obedient spirit, 

And thou shalt live to praise Me. Build an Ark, 

And thither bring thy wife, thy sons and daughters, 

And two of every beast unclean, and seven 

Of all things clean. For I do bring a flood 

Over the earth polluted : all shall die, 

But with thee, thou true spirit, I erect 

An arch of everlasting covenant peace ; 

And thou, and thine, and those I save through thee, 

Shall find sure refuge in the sacred ark ; 

And I will make thee thus Man's second Sire. 

Awed by the Voice Divine, we sought the forest, 
And chose the proudest trees to do its bidding ; 
Unceasingly we toiled at this great work, 
First with the graceful plan, which God designed, 
Then with the inward structure, then we raised 
The high and stately roof, and lastly formed 
The window and the door. 'T was like a palace 
In all its nice dividings, and its parts 
So exquisitely fitted. None but God 
Had formed a plan so wise, so perfectly 
Symmetrical, and fair. 

Then, with solemn voice, 
I pointed to their halls of luxury, their robes, their jewels, 




noah's story of the deluge. 



And sternly gave rebuke. I warned the sinners, 
Still weeping as I warned, of that stern vengeance 
(The long-delaying mercy of the Godhead 
Turned into just displeasure), soon to burst 
Over their rebel heads. I spoke of Him 
Whose lightnings waited,but the termination 
Of the appointed time, to hasten forth, 
And blast each heart impure. I bade them turn 
To holiness again ; I strove to win 
Their spirits to repentance, knowing well 
Pride and presumption cannot turn aside 
The thunderbolts of heaven. There is one thing 
Which can avert His wrath, the broken heart. 
I thus instructed the light, frivolous world 
With tears, and agonies of supplication ; 
I wrestled with their obstinate presumption, 
For God's kind Spirit gave me strength and patience. 
He did not love to punish ; His dear Name 
Is not Destroyer, but Preserver ; He 
In patience warned them through my lips, and sought 
To bend their haughty hearts, until His mercy 
Could strive no longer, — till His purity 
Could not behold their vast abominations 
Without swift vengeance. 



Stood finished and complete— a glorious fabric ! 
On that eventful day I marked the signs 
Of rapid-wing'd destruction — distant wailings 
Of the approaching whirlwind ; and the groans 
Of far-off muttered thunders, prophets stern 
Of the World's Death. 



And stood on yonder height, and gathered round me 
The laughing, shouting world : — they came for mirth, 
To mock an old man's folly. There they stood, 
A splendid group ! thousands on thousands crowded, 
Young maidens beautiful as buds of Eden, 
Youths stalwart and majestic, aged seers, 
Unconscious of the mighty Hand full o'er them, 
Descending swift to crush their wicked souls. 
Mothers, and infant forms, and smiling childhood 
Were present there, and Giant Majesty 
Stood towering high above the common throng : 
It was a glorious tribe, — pearl flashed to pearl, 
Flower blushed to flower, and glory rivalled glory. 
And scarlet robes, and silken stateliness, 



So at last the Ark 



In horror then I rose 
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And waving plumes, and golden coronals 
Mingled in dazzling splendour. 

These assembled 
Around my trembling form. Meanwhile the sky 
Each moment blacker grew, while flashes red 
Oft darted through the gloom, and luridly 
Lit up the glorious scene with wild resplendence. 
I saw the moment nigh ; Despair awoke 
The courage of my soul, and thus I said : 
" Oh brethren ! ye whose hairs are white with age, 
"Who yet have ceased to teach the young your wisdom, — 
Oh thou Methusaleh ! whose stately soul 
Hath sunk into deep gloom, and no more warneth 
The world, as was Thy wont ; Oh wake ! Oh hear ! 
Youths ! far from God departed — who have mocked, — 
Youths cry aloud for mercy ! " 
I wrung my hands in passionate sympathy, 
And wept o'er a lost world. 

Yet there arose 
A shout of mocking laughter ; soon it fell, 
For all eyes turned on old Methusaleh ! 
He o'er whose stately brow Nine hundred years 
Had cast deep majesty and light unearthly ; 
His reverend form, conspicuous 'midst the darkness, 

Rose sternly from its place. His white hairs streamed 

In the wild breath of the loud gathering whirlwind ; 

He stretched abroad his aged arms to heaven ; 

All lips were mute, — the thunder ceased awhile, — 

A wild light from the clouds fell full upon him. 

" I testify against the world ! " he said ; 

M I see God's lifted banner, and I hear 

The thunders of His coming ; Death is nigh, 

I mourn o'er these my children. 

Ere these clouds 

Shall open in full wrath, my soul shall be 

In some more holy world. I hear a voice 

Which calls my spirit home ; Farewell, dark world." 

He said, and died. The heavy sky grew black, 

A wild suspended ocean. Then I saw 

Terror begin to shake the rebel spirits ; 

They clung around each other, silent all, 

Waiting the dread event. 

Suddenly rolled 

A peal of thunder, bearing forth sublime 

This message all august — 

" Come, Noah ! come into the sheltering Ark ! 

Thou and thy house. Seven days shall yet be given, 

A respite to the rebels. They shall die ; 
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But may repent in dying ; thou shalt live, 
For I have seen thee righteous. 



The creatures of all lands to this My Ark ! 
And there ye shall ride safely." 



I will bring 



Then I watched 



The many-varied show, the grand approach 
Of countless living creatures, moving on 
From every spot, led by no visible hand, 
Yet rank'd and peaceful. All the forest kings — 
The Tiger and the Wolf, the Bear, the Lion ; 
The scaly Serpent, with insinuous course, 
Wily approached ; all side by side drew nigh, 
With those of gentler frame, the noble Horse, 
The stately Elephant, the high Giraffe, 
The patient Camel, and the generous Dog. 
The winged fowls of heaven came blithely on, 
And joyously sought refuge ; all well pleased, 
None sought the other's blood, for God Most High 
Had softened all the harshness of their natures. 
The insect throng in thousands hurried on, 
And found a quiet home ; all dwelt in peace. 
Long ere this time an ample store of food 
Was gathered to the Ark, alike for us, 
And for our thousand mute companions there. 
When all were thus assembled, and the days 
Appointed past, I, for the last time gazed 
Upon a ruined world. Their palaces 
Still rose upon the gloom ; but hushed the song, 
And silent was the laughter. Some I saw 
Praying for mercy with uplifted hands, 
And streaming eyes. Others walked needless on, 
Smiled at the wondrous Ark in deep derision, 
Yet marvelled why the heavens were still so black ; 
Why that eternal night ? For morning came, 
And brought not one pale sunbeam ; all was dark. 
Some strove to think it nought, and, trembling, smiled ; 
A few besought admittance to the Ark, 
But God denied. And so, when every beast 
Had entrance gained, in God's appointed number, 
Shem, Ham, and Japhet led their fearful wives 
Into the home of refuge. I, the last 
Trod o'er that sacred threshold with a heart 
Sad as the cloudy heavens, yet fair illumined 
With the bright bow of Hope and Faith subdued ; 
And beating high with love to Him who spared 
One family amidst His general wrath 
And that one mine. I entered prayerfully, 
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When, lo ! the solemn portals of the Ark 
Closed swift behind me, with deep thunder-clap. 
I knew the awful sign. I knew (and wept) 
Hope had departed, Mercy hid her face, 
Justice unsheathed his sword, and God arisen. 
I bade the world farewell. 

Straight from the deep black clouds fell thundering torrents 

In roar stupendous — boundless falling ocean ! 

With sheets of fire, terrific as the flash 

Of God's unsheathed sword. Amidst the roar, 

The deafening roar, no shrieks of agony 

Gould reach my awe-struck ear. 

Heaven spoke in thunder, 
And in that voice tremendous drowned the cries 
Of terrified and dying earth for pity. 

Soon the buoyont Ark rose o'er the waters, 
A stately thing — the new world in her bosom, 
Fed and protected by that fearful Power 
Which crush'd His old Creation in deep wrath, 
And just displeasure. He, with one hand nourished, 
And with the other, stretched in thunder forth, 
He crushed the world He had so fair created. 

Higher, higher still, 
And higher rose the Ark ! 'midst ray less midnight, 
Deep thundering cataracts, seas falling down, 
Oceans upswelling from the dark dead earth, 
An infant world, nurs'd on the cold sad bosom 
Of that which just had died. 

But by degrees 
The terrors of the deloge passed away ; 
The thunders ceased to roll, the lightning fires 
No more fell down from heaven, the fearful oceans 
Ceased their high-sounding terrors, and fell down 
In quiet sheets, making grand harmony, 
Unceasing and untiring. So the Ark 
Rode on, and mounted o'er the shouting billows 
In glorious calm security, nor feared 
The wide-spread darkness and the general death. 
Our lamps dispersed immediate gloom ; we spent 
The hours in praise and prayer ; at night were lull'd 
By the loud song of all-surrounding waters. 
Thus forty days and nights the heavenly windows 
Poured forth their boundless torrents, till, at length, 
God gave the word— they ceased. 

And now, at last, 
A glimmering light shone o'er the weeping world, 
And showed the boundless wreck. Oh where, I sighed, 
Those palaces ? Oh where their stately children ? 
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Where now those angel maidens, who at first 
Brought on that world of wickedness which caused 
This solemn punishment ? Alas ! and where 
Those proud majestic princes ? 



But one wide, dark, unfathomable ocean, 
Drowning the very mountains, rising up 
And mingling with the heavy waste of clouds 
Which just hath ceased to weep. 
All, all is Death, save one lone speck of Life,— 
One frail exempted band, who singly stand 
Amidst unearthly terrors ! Oh withhold 
Thy strong, thy dreadful hand ! Thus, thus we prayed 
Over the dreary world. 
Still, still, the uplifted Ark majestic rode 
The vast broad waves, with all her load of life ; 
Day after day crept on, night after night, 
Marked by one trembling, melancholy beam, 
Which God in mercy sent, to point the hour 
Of morning. Ah how dark the shadowed world i 
Death spread his broad black wing between the light 
And us. The sympathizing angel, light, 
Shocked at a scene so sad, no longer smiled, 
But hid her face and wept. The kingly sun, 
In love to earth, strove much to pierce the clouds, 
And cheer her with one beam of consolation, 
And loving sympathy ; ah, vain attempt ! 
God spread His hand before the burning sun, 
The shade fell o'er the earth. 



The God Creator saw the world was cleansed, 
And came in state to build a New Creation 
Over the faded ruins. As of old, 
His Spirit moved upon the gloomy waters, 
In form of blessed wind, more sweet by far 
Than Araby's warm breath. We opened wide 
The window of the Ark, and kneeling bent 
To inhale the heavenly breeze. It came, all free 
And joyous, like the voice of God Himself, 
Enchanting all our souls ; delicious wind ! 
How swiftly did it move the dull dead waves, 
Which long had swelled in melancholy silence ; 
It roused them to a loud and dashing music, 
Tipping them with light spray, and silvery foam, 
Until the Ark began to dance above them 
As lightly as a bird, and merrily mounted 
The joy-inspiring billows. 
The blessed wind (it was the breath of God) 



Nought, nought is seen 



At last, at last, 
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Moved the dull mass of clouds, and made them fly 

Quick speeding o'er the heavens ; until at last 

Sweet rays of wholesome light came darting through, 

And made the darkness blush with rosy shame. 

Suddenly all the prisoned birds sent forth 

A hymn of praise, and hailed the blessed light, 

So long a stranger to our dreary world. 

The wind Divine increased, until it blew 

A joyous hurricane of pure fresh air, 

As sweet as that of Paradise ; the waves 

Foamed high and wild ; the Ark rolled quick and gaily 

Over their crests, with merry, joyous motion ; 

And hour by hour I watched the dancing waters, 

And marked them sink and sink, while one by one 

The mountain peaks came up. 

'T was night ; with hope intense, and eyes untired, 

I kept my ceaseless watch, and viewed the clouds 

Driven before the whirlwind that infused 

Broad universal life : — My children ! never 

Can I express the ecstasy that rolled 

Tumultuous o'er my heart, when, gleaming forth 

From the fast-flying clouds, — I saw a star/ 

'Twas just as if an angel had looked down, 

And smiled upon me ; nay, as if I heard 

The very voice of God proclaiming peace, — 

Saying He had forgiven His rebel world. 

We sung a hymn of praise. O how it pealed 

Sweetly across the level world, and rose 

Rejoicing to the skies ! The young star heard, 

And by her side another star came out, 

Another and another ! louder swelled 

Our lonely anthem ; yet sometimes methought 

I heard the echo of a distant hymn, 

Sung by a viewless choir ; it seemed to roll 

Sublime from star to star ! The silent void 

Listened the sweet loud song ; it rose and spoke 

Of God's returning love, and how new life 

Had visited the world. O joyous hour ! 

My heart still bounds in echo to the strain ; 

'T was like the song the Morning Stars loud shouted 

Around the first Creation, which, like this, 

Sprang out of chaos, darkness, silence, death. 

The anthem died away, and yet I watched 

The partings of the clouds, and oh ! at last 

They wholly passed away, and as they passed, 

Half smiled farewell in the young, tremulous light 

Of silvery dawn. 
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Oh, how that morning rose ! 
T was like the flush of heaven ! 'T was clear and pure, 
As God's own throne ! a thousand purple blushes 
Mantled the silver East ; the morning star 
Stood queenly in the sky, as deeply blue 
As cherubim's young eyes ; she shone and faded. 
Oh then we watched the red gold of the East, . 
With speechless gratitude ; the burning blaze 
Rose in undimm'd resplendence o'er the waves, 
Until, at last, that stranger bo beloved, 
The Sun, arose, and dazzled us with splendour ; 
Oh glorious Sun ! it was as if our God 
Himself stood visible in eastern heaven, 
And smiled sweet pardon on His chastened children ; 
The broad seas mirror'd back the gorgeous blaze ; 
The little birds sang love ; each beast gave forth 
Some melody of joy ; the waters dashed 
Delight, and as they dashed, they died away. 
The mountain peaks, in all their graceful forms, 
Shone like celestial silver ; the pure sky 
Glowed like an opened heaven ; I often thought 
Angels would visit us ; 'twas all so bright, 
So clear, so joyously transparent. 

That same day 
Our buoyant palace floated to the height 
Of glorious Ararat, and there sank down, 
And stood at last on land. At eve we watched 
The cloudless sunset, with a bliss of heart, 
We ne'er had thought to know. 

Next morn I chose 
From my sweet birds, one lovely graceful Dove 
Which I had taught to love me ; well she knew 
My voice, my step : this gentle little thing 
I took, and sent abroad ; she roved and soared, 
And all to find repose, but all in vain ! 
Then home she flew, a weary timid wanderer, 
Her white wings drooping low. The Raven dark 
I also sent abroad, Envoy unfaithful ! 
Wildly he roamed from mountain peak to mountain, 
Nor would return to his sweet home, the Ark. 

Seven days were past, 
I sent forth once again the innocent Dove ; 
She roamed abroad all day, at eve she came, 
And brought a leaf, green as the buds of Eden ; 
A world of joy to look on. Not the crowns 
Of thousand sparkling globes had given my heart 
One half the rapture which that blossom did. 
I took it to my heart, and kept it there, 
Till it was worn and withered ; then again 
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I drew it forth, and bathed it with my tears, 
And nurtured it with kisses. 

I kept it still, 
Yea ! and I have it now. It is to me 
The first faint smile of earth, the first dear sign 
Of God's returning love. Once more I sent 
My gentle Dove away ; alas ! no more 
Returned my beauteous wanderer ! no more 
Heard I her light wing brushing by in music. 

Yet I rejoiced, 
For thus I learnt the earth was spread once more 
Wide open to the sun ; a broad fair world. 
And then we opened, too, our stately Ark, 
And looked abroad upon the new-born earth, 
Which rose from death, baptized and purified, 
And dressed in bridal beauty. Every bud 
Opened its stainless bosom to the light. 
Each river flowed in blue and crystal beauty ; 
Young plants were rising up in graceful bending. 
And then He spoke again, "Go forth, go forth ! 
And tread My holy earth which I have cleansed ; 
Thou and thy household, leave your home of shelter, 
And set at liberty each bird, each beast, 
And all the insect multitude, to see 
My beautiful young world, forgiven and pure ; 
To increase, and fill her fields with sounds of life, 
And songs of mirth : meanwhile, go thou and pay 
Homage more worthy of thy higher nature." 

We built an altar, and of every beast 
And bird, created clean, we took and laid 
On that auspicious shrine, and then lit up 
Our glorious holocaust, with sacred flames, 
Which rose in spiral beauty to the skies, 
And sent forth sweetest odours, like the scents 
Distilled from seraph- wings ; yea, far more sweet, 
Being commingled with the fragrant breath 
Of gentle gratitude. And while we knelt, 
('T was evening) in the East arose a cloud, 
Fearful and black, which grew and spanned mid-heaven. 
Our hearts misgave us, as we saw it rise 
And deepen solemnly. A few drops fell ; 
We waited in dread silence for the sound 
Of hollow thunders, and the rapid flash 
Of tempest lightning. Yet none such we saw ; 
Lo ! o'er the cloud arose a gorgeous arch, 
Rich in all-perfect beauty ; such, methinks, 
Bend o'er the courts of heaven. This vision rose, 
u 2 
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Full on the black, stern cloud ; it stood on earth, 

And swept aloft to heaven. This we had seen, 

But never so resplendent. Lost in joy, 

We marked it brighten, glow, expand, and glitter, 

Till o'er our heads it stood in heaven's high zenith. 

A solemn voice arose ; "Behold," it said, 

" I, even I, do set My own pure Bow 

Full in the face of heaven, to mark the seal 

Of My eternal covenant of grace. 

It is the Sign of Peace ; thereby I swear 

No more will I destroy this earth by waters. 

Spring never hence shall fail, Summer's warm glory 

Shall always come and bless you. When the leaves 

Wither and fall, I will pour out, unsparing, 

The treasures of the soil to soothe your cares ; 

And wholesome Winter, with his genial frost, 

Shall in his season visit you for good. 

Long as that bow shall rise before the sun 

In the swift-melting cloud, so long My love 

Shall feed and bless the earth. 



Possess her sunny plains, — increase in joy, 
And fill her beauteous lands with life and praise. 
Be blest 1 I bless you all ! Yes ! I will mark 
My own benignant bow, and, gazing there, 
Remember Mine own word of changeless truth." 

Thus spoke the voice Divine. 0 precious promise ! 
My children mark His love, His power, His truth. 
He can destroy a world. He can rebuild 
The wasted edifice ; Oh therefore give 
To Him your reverent awe, for He is powerful ; 
Oh fix on Him your deep submissive love, 
For He is love, — all-merciful, all-gracious, 
Leading the weak in paths of peace, and blessing 
The thirsty soul with heavenly joy and strength. 
Oh therefore fix on Him your whole heart's trust ; 
For He is Truth, immaculate, eternal — 
Immaculate, eternal." 



THE HAUNTED STORM-ROCK CASTLE. 

The lofty castle stands alone 

On Storm Rock's haunted height, 

Which rises like a giant's throne 
JBrom ocean's billows white. ■ 



The world is yours, 
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A noble thousand feet I ween 

That rock from ocean soars ; 
And the towers above the clouds are seen 

When the deep thunder roars. 

A hundred years have past away 

Unmark'd by song or story, 
Since yonder castle turrets gray 

Were proudest in their glory. 

There lived Lord Henry Ronald ; — he 

Was bravest of the brave ; 
The same true knight by land or sea, 

Fearless of war and wave. 

His lad ye love was full as fair 

As he was true and fearless ; 
All knights that saw the dame declare 

That she in charms was peerless. 

They had a child, a lovely boy 

Not yet one summer old, 
Whom oft the father would with joy 

To his proud bosom fold ; 

And kiss his spotless baby brow 

With love and bliss intense, 
And play with his bright curls ; — and now 

My story doth commence. 

The midnight chimes were sounding deep 

Upon the stormy air, 
When the stalwart knight awoke from sleep, 

And felt strange horror o'er him creep, 
And breathed a hasty prayer. 

'T was silence stern, and darkness dread ; 

Yet in the hush profound, 
He thought he heard a soft, soft tread — 

Then all again was dumb and dead, 
Save ocean' 8 distant sound. 

A thousand fearful feet below 
The stormy waves were howling ; 

And by fits upon his ear would grow 
Far-away thunder growling. 
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He listened for the quiet breath 

Of Alice at bis side ; 
But all was hush'd and still as death, 
And tbe waves went bowling on beneath, 

And the midnight eagle cried. 

He could not sleep — be could not sleep, 

He felt all eye and ear ; 
And then he beard in the silence deep 
A step that seemed to creep and creep 

Solemnly more near. 

Up tbe stairs and through the hall 

It paced with lightest tread ; 
But the echo thrilled through every wall 

Like a whisper from the dead. 

Then it ceased awhile, and the far-away roar 
Of tbe midnight thunders rolling 

Fell on his ear distinct and clear, 
Blent with the ocean's howling. 

Then a solemn pause crept stern and deep 

Over the mighty pile ; 
Then the terrible footstep again would creep 

Through many a lonely aisle. 

The knight he bent bis ear intent, 

And heard it gliding nearer, 
Each footfall slow above and below 

Echoed solemnly clearer. 

Till to his own chamber came the sprite, 

Nor stayed the door to unlock, 
But passed full into the fixed sight 

Of the lord of the Lonely Rock. 

Still Alice slept ; some charm had crept 

Across her gentle frame, 
For the voice she loved unheeded proved 

When it whispering breathed^ her name. 

I may not tell what secret strange 

That midnight sprite reveaTd, 
But the knight from thence betray' d a change 

Which could not be concealed. 
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He spake no word of this wild tale 

To his fair ladye bride ; 
But his eye grew dim, and his cheek grew pale, 

And his heart within him died. 

And eight days from that fearful time 

He told his ladye fair, 
That over the sea to a distant clime 

He must at once repair. 

" And what is worse, my love." he sighed, 

" Our child must go with me, 
Must cross the ocean wild and wide, 

And front the tempest free." 

" Oh Henry ! say not thus," she screamed, 

" Thou canst not mean it so ! 
Or what mad vision hast thou dreamed ? 

He must not, cannot go. 

" Yet Henry, if sincere thou art, 

Dearest — I'd die with thee ; 
But think not that thou thus mayst part 
My Robert from his mother's heart, 

It cannot, shall not be." 

" Alice," replied the steadfast knight, 

" Thy woman's skill is vain ; 
He must, he must, to-morrow night, 

Be cradled on the main. 

" Thou canst not know the reason why, 

I dare not tell the tale, 
T would quench the lif espark in thine eye, 

And make Thy senses fail. 

u 'T is fate unalterably sealed, 

Our Robert must with me ; 
The secret cannot be revealed, 

Enough ! it thus must be ! 

" Not one embrace -thou now must take, 

I go his couch to seek ; 
Stay in thy bower — thy heart would break 

To kiss his baby cheek. 
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"No! not one look ! his nurse must hide 
Her precious charge from thee ; 

To morrow morn the babe must ride 
The ocean- wave with me. 

" And Alice ! hear me ! turn not so 

Thy mournful face away ! 
Thou It break my heart or ere I go ; 

How gladly would I stay 1 

" I dare not — no, I dare not, love, 

For worlds I dare not tarry ; 
For the curse of all the spirits above, 

I on my soul should carry ! 

"And though a scene before me lies, 

Which might a saint appal ; 
One pardoning look from thy dear eyes 

Will give me strength for all. 

" Hear me, my Alice ! thou once more 

Thy darling boy shalt see ; 
But never shall the wave restore 

Thy true knight home to thee. 

" Then wilt thou not one smile bestow, 

One farewell kiss impart ; 
One pardoning look or ere I go, 

To heal my broken heart ? " 

But proudly did the ladye rise, 

And dash her tears away ; 
With a mother's passion in her eyes, 

She said the child should stay. 

And vowed that if his father dared 

The babe from her to sever, 
By the fathomless wave, and the silent grave, 

She would forgive him never. 

Alas ! he heard her cruel vow, 

He marked her burning cheek, 
He left her with a pallid brow 

Of woe that could not speak : 
He thinks he has taken his last look now, 

And he goes the babe to seek. 
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But the mother reached the baby first, 

And strain'd him to her heart, 
And said with bosom like to burst, 
By the breast that fed him, the arms that nurst, 

No power shall make them part. 

She kiss'd the babe a thousand times, 

And a thousand times twice told ; 
But awfully pealed the evening chimes, 

And the distant thunder rolled. 

The stern knight stood before her eyes, 

And all her strength departed ; 
He gently drew away the prize, 
Lo ! at his feet the mother lies 

Bereaved and broken-hearted ! 

The baby stretched his hands to seek 

His mother's breast of love, 
A tear rolled down his father's cheek, 
He sighed, for ah, he could not speak ! 

" God help thee, darling dove ! " 

He gave the nurse her child and cried, 

4< Go haste thee to the ship ; " 
Then fondly raised his senseless bride, 

And press'd her quivering lip. 

He could not bear to meet those eyes 

Fill'd with reproachful woe, 
To hear those heart-consuming sighs, 

Nor could he bear to go. 

But the chimes again in solemn strains 

Their awful story told ; 
And a pallid hue o'er his features grew, 

As the distant thunder roll'd. 

" I dare not stay," he whisper'd low ; 

" Damsel, thy lady take, 
And nourish her by night and day, 

For sure her heart must break." 

He gave his bride one last embrace, 

One lingering look intense ; 
And the hot tears falling on her face 

Restored her sight and sense. 
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But he was gone ! She screamed in vain, 

Her golden hair she tore ; 
Oh ! he never might return again, 

And they should meet no more. 

She sobbed his name through every hall, 

She gazed from every tower ; 
The echo sighed from wall to wall, 

And crept from bower to bower. 

I cannot tell the lady's grief, 

It passeth all endeavour ; 
And it seemed to be without relief, 

And hope had flown for ever. 

Three dreary months had come and gone, 
Three summer months departed ; 

And as the gloomy hours roll'd on 
They left her broken-hearted. 

i 

One night, at that tremendous hour 

Which superstition fears, 
The lady in her lonely bower 

Was shedding ceaseless tears. 

She could not sleep, she could not slumber, 

Her lord was far away ; 
She watched the weary hours to number, 

And look and long for day. 

But hark ! hark ! hark ! what distant cry 

Falls on her ear just now ? 
She starts ! the fire is in her eye, 

The lifeblood in her brow. 

" It was my Robert's voice, I know ! " 

She bends her ear again ; 
Hark ! hark ! around, above, below, 
Ravishingly soft and slow, 

There floats a heavenly strain ! 

Voices not of earth are they, 
Listen how they blend and swell ; 

Now they melt and die away ; 

Hark ! the burthen is "Farewell." 
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Silent sits the lady fair, 

Speaks not, stirs not, all is dumb ; 
List ! the choristers of air 

Nearer and yet nearer come. 

Oh, how touching is their hymn, 
Oh how pure and soothing sweet, 

Pealing through the midnight dim, 
Till a thousand rocks repeat. 

Hush, in dying, dying tone, 

Softly hath it passed away ; 
And the lady sits alone, 

Waiting for the distant day. 

Bound her deep the shadows lie 
From her trembling taper cast ; 

And she hopes, she knows not why 
That the spirit-song is past. 
m 

Hark ! the chimes are pealing deep 

That most terrible of hours ; 
Lovely lady, thou mayest sleep, 

Thou art safe from darkest powers. 

But wild became her eye, and bright 

And horrible its glare, 
As full before her fixed sight 
Arose a form enrobed in white, 

Etherial as the air. 

And on its breast there seem'd to rest, 

Beneath its vesture pure, 
A sleeping babe serenely blest 

In innocence secure. 

Then Alice marked the angel's face, 

And terror changed to joy ; 
" Sweet spirit ! bless thee for this grace ! 
Thou art come to yield to mine embrace 

My own beloved boy ! " 

The saintly spirit waved his hand, 
Then raised his mantle slowly, 

And showed her Robert fast asleep 
In innocence most holy. 
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One tear was on his lily cheek, 

One trembled on his hair ; 
The mother gazed and could not speak, 

For death, pale death, was there ! 

"Oh why these pearls around his head, 

This hallow on his brow ? " 
" Ask not ! " the guardian angel said, 

" He is an angel now." 

And then the child awoke and smiled, 
The mother stooped to embrace, 

But again the spirit waved his hand, 
And hid the cherub's face. 

" Oh stay, dear vision, stay ! " she cried, 
" Oh take not thus my treasure ; 

My heart, while yet thou dost abide, 
Is blessed beyond measure.^ 

" But tell me if my Henry still 

Remains on land or sea ? 
Methinks thy looks betoken ill ; 

Oh 1 tell me, where is he t " 

"Alice," the white-robed spirit said, 
" The winds wail o'er his grave ; 

The seaweed wraps his princely head, 
He Bleeps beneath the wave. 

" His soul is blest ; his fervent prayer 
Hath won this grace for thee, 

That thou once more, to soothe thy care, 
Thy blessed boy shouldst see. 

" His voice was in the saintly hymn 
Which thou to-day didst hear ; 

At morning prime, at midnight dim, 
He ever haunts thee near. 

" Weep not ! but in devoutest prayer 

Peace for thy soul implore ; 
And soon thou shalt his glory share ; 

I go ! ask thou no more." 
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A strange delirium o'er her crept, 

Her senses seemed to fail ; 
And still she slept, and still she slept, 

Until the stars grew pale. 

But wondrous was the change that came 
O'er the young widowed wife ; 

And though in mournful love the same, 
She led a holier life. 

And not long thence, the servants said, 

Perchance six months or seven, 
Her husband's soul, at midnight dead, 
Came bright with glory to her bed, 
And fetched her home to heaven. 

And never from that fearful time 

Would any mortal wight 
Inhabit those gray walls sublime, 
Or any sinner stained with crime 

Walk through, the same by night. 



TO THE TWINS. 

Sweet kindly spirits ! hand-in-hand ye on the earth do tread, 
May He for ever keep you one, who did your natures wed ; 
Ye are but one large loving soul in two twain temples dwelling, 
Immortal be the golden band of union so excelling ! 

It was methinks a special' mark of tenderness Divine, 

So wondrously, so gracefully, two beings to entwine ; 

That like twin lilies on one stem, twin voices in one tone, 

Your hearts might in each other dwell, nor throb one hour alone. 

I have a lovely sister bright, and this is her birthday ; 
But she is robed in spotless white, and dwelleth far away ; 
Mine ears are far too earthly for her heavenly voice to greet, 
Mine eyes too dim the glory of her beaming glance to meet. 

But ye can side by side walk on through human joys and fears, 
Blending in fond communion all your loves, and hopes, and 
tears ; 

Each sigh may find an echo, and each wound a kindred woe, 
Each heart a pillow in its mate, for God hath made you so. 
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THE GREATER BLISS. 



Beautiful and beloved ! who by mystic bonds so sweet 
Are drawn like mated dovelets to your one Redeemer's feet ; 
Oh, hasten to His shrine to-day, and there, in gladness free, 
Present the gift more lovely far than aught in earth or sea. 

A double heart, a double star His lowly crown to gem, 
Sweet sisters ! He hath formed you so for his own diadem ; 
He made your souls of one bright pearl from love's unfathomed 
sea ; 

Then dropp'd it in two caskets, saying " This shall shine for Me. 

" And lest the world should rob Me, I have made it seem like 
twain, 

That if half should wander, half may still attract it back again ; 
Yea, surely they will both be Mine ! My undivided gem ! 
I will count them with My jewels. I will write My name on 
them." 



THE GREATER BLISS. 

It is blessed to receive from God with heart of thankful love 
Ten thousand gifts borne on the wings of peace, His gentle dove ; 
To drink the rivers of His grace, enjoy the feasts He spreads, 
And bask in the broad sunshine, which on all the earth He 
sheds. 

But yet more blessed to impart His bounty kind and free 
To those who pine in lonely want, or who have less than we ; 
To pour our fruits and flowers of joy at orphan's bleeding feet, 
And let into the pris'ner's cell the open sunlight sweet. 

Tis blessed to receive from God the bounding pulse of health, 
To banquet on the breeze and beam, and all creation's wealth ; 
But sweeter still with pity's sighs to fan the brow of fire, 
And soothe the feverish bosom's throbs, where earthly hopes 
expire. 

'T is blessed to receive from God compassion when we fall, 
And help from that Almighty hand, which offers aid to all ; 
But sweeter still, with fondling hand, the bruised flower to rear, 
And heal by tenderness the faults of those that fail or fear.. 

'Tis blesBed to receive from God free comfort in our woes, 
And. mercy's lily hand to dry each tear-drop as it flows ; 
But sweeter yet to hush and soothe the wayward and the weak, 
And plant a rose, or raise a smile, on sorrow's pallid cheek. 
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'Tis blessed to receive from God His truth and Spirit free, 
And feel the warmth of His bright presence wheresoe'er we be ; 
And feast upon His heavenly love, descending hour by hour, 
Breathing in every balmy breeze, and every fragrant flower : 

But still more blest, with hearts dissolv'd beneath His sunshine 
sweet, 

To pour out all our living love in transport at His feet, 
To render back our joyous souls in sparkling childhood free, 
And flow into His bosom, like a stream into the sea. 

'Tis blessed to receive from those whose smiles we hold most 
dear, 

The smallest proof of tenderness, or pledge of love sincere, 
One word of cordial greeting — one tone fresh from the heart, 
The look of joy at meeting, or the tear-drop when we part : 

But sweeter and more blessed far, with self-devoted zeal, 
In daily, hourly diligence, to tell the love we feel ; 
To pour out for their cherish'd sakes our being day by day, 
Repeat their names in dreams by night, and breathe them when 
we pray. 

O Father ! blessed above all ! Who evermore dost give, 
Grant us to live and love like Thee, since by Thy love we live ; 
And as Thou givest all to us in bounty full and free 
Teach us to pour out heart and life in imitating Thee. 



" THE BABE WEPT." — Exodus ii. 6. 

Royal Princess, pity me, 

Outcast from a mother's breast ; 

What can my transgression be? 
Why must I be so distress'd ? 

Sentenced ere I drew my breath, 

Born unto a felon's death. 

'Tis no royal crown I crave, 

Only for my mother cry, 
On this cold, this cruel wave, 

She has left her babe to die : 
Princess ! pity one so weak, 
Pity me who cannot speak. 




304 



A FRAGMENT. 



All day long I've sobbed in vain, 
Stretched my hands and no one saw, 

Ah, relieve an infant's pain ! 

From these dreadful water's draw ; 

Or fierce monsters will destroy 

The poor slave's forsaken boy. 

Only three short months ago 
I to bonds and death was born, 

Child of slavery and woe, 
Heir of suffering and scorn ; 

Bitter tears my only plea, 

Ro^al Princess, pity me. 



A lonely bark, far distant on the deep, 

Struck on a treacherous and fatal rock ; 

'Twas night, and starting from delusive sleep 

Each voyager perceived the horrid shock ; 

Each trembled, and a few brave hearts alone 

Struggled for life, the rest with hopeless groan 

Sat down in agony ; some, wild with fright, 

Increased the horrors of that hideous night. 

Mad with dismay, they fought, they raged, they screamed, 

And like the demons of the shipwreck seemed ,* 

Each effort made for life they marr'd ; their cry 

Rose madmen like — they said they would not die, 

They murdered those more wise, o'erpowered the brave, 

Then shrieking sunk into the yawning wave. 

Oh, too much like the dying maniac crew 

Are many in this world ; their title true 

Is peace-destroyers ; who, but not for fear 

Of death, nor that they hold salvation dear, 

But for their own black passions, malice, hate, 

A thousand agonizing woes create ; 

Even in the bosom of the church they lurk, 

And hourly carry on their demon work ; 

Disguised may be in holy garb they creep 

From house to house, till eyes most lovely weep ; 

Slander dwells on their lips, the chains of love 

They break, and chase peace and her spotless dove ; 

Strife on their footsteps hangs ; dissensions grow, * 

And foul suspicions rise where'er they go ; 
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And oh ! in this sad world what cause for strife, 
Where every soul must agonize for life ? 
Struck on the fou! rock sin, and black beneath 
Howls the grim ocean of eternal death, 
Already gorged with souls, still deep and dire, 
Fathomless, hopeless, ray less, quenchless fire ! 
One only hope remains, and short the space 
To grasp that one last saving help of grace ; 
That once withdrawn, we sink ; 't is ruin all ! 
And deeper evermore and deeper fall. 
Were it not wiser to ensure our bliss — 
Than spread contention in a state like this ? 
Were it not wiser hand in hand to clasp 
And fix upon the Cross a firmer grasp ? 



Oh Wind ! free Wind ! like a spirit sublime 
Thou sweepest o'er valley and mountainous clime ; 
God walks on thy wings, and the forests repeat, 
In hoarse hallelujahs, the sound of His feet. 

Swift o'er the ocean thou speedest thy way ; 
Thou sing'st to the music of billow and spray ; 
The tall ship bows as thou hastenest by, 
And the light-winged clouds in thy footsteps fly. 

The thunder cloud meets thee with fury and frown, 
The lightning gems leap from his fire-flashing crown ; 
Thou rejoicest in strength, and thou laughest aloud, 
And springest afresh on some wandering cloud. 

'Tis solemn at midnight when all things are still, 

To hear thee abroad' at thine own wild will ; 

It is grand, it is fearful, to hear thee speak ! 

Oh say, thou Night- Wanderer, what dost thou seek '\ 

Whence dost thou come, O thou mighty unknown ? 

Whither art rushing so late and alone ? 

Say, art thou flying, in fury or fear ? 

Is there rapture or wrath in the music I hear ? 

Art thou a rebel from prison outbreaking ? 
Art thou a warrior the citadel shaking ? 
Is't hatred or love thus impelleth thy flight ? 
Terror or transport ? to bless or to blight ? 



TO THE WIND. 
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TO THE WIND. 



Tell me, fierce spirit of passion and power, 
Heaving the ocean, and storming the tower, 
Mocking man's pride, and deriding his prayer, 
What hand can tame thee, proud bird of the air? 

" Children of earth ! though the mightiest kings 
Cannot hold for a moment these measureless wings, 
My pinions the eagle's — my heart is the dove — 
My freedom is worship — my liberty love. 

" One night I was singing o'er Galilee's deep, 
Where rode a frail bark with my Master asleep ; 
I knew Him not yet, but He uttered, His will, 
And my spirit of storm in a moment was still. 

" And He holdeth me now with His finger of power, 
When I lift up the ocean, or play with the flower ; 
And, free as the courser on Araby's sand, 
I am yok'd to His chariot and turn'd by His hand. 

" I fan, at His bidding, the region of gems ; 
And the wave-loving lilies I bend on their stems ; 
Then I carry sweet scents to the shivering North, 
And the dormouse awakes, and the crocus peeps forth. 

" I turn to the South, and the swallow will ride 

To the land of the sun on my wafture wide ; 

I breathe fresh life on the feverish brow, 

And make melody drop from the tremulous bough. 



" Thy lilies, O Nile, I have shaken to-night, 
I tore the hot sands in my wilderness flight, 
I saw the proud cedar convuls'd in my blast, 
The Mediterranean foam'd white as I pass'd. 

" I am speeding away to the forests sublime, 
That darken the depths of America's clime ; 
I'll shout o'er the plume of the Indian till dawn, 
And startle my kindred, the eagle and fawn. 

" And then I must haste to the isles of the deep, 
Where they lie on his bosom like infants asleep ; 
And when I have laden my wings with their sighs, 
I will shake them abroad in the soft summer skies. 
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" All perfum'd I come to Britannia's vales, 

And breathe o'er her meadows my balm-laden gales ; 

Her beautiful rose is my favourite rest, 

And I drink on my way from her violet's breast. 

" I love to soar where the church spire climbs, 
And to play by night with the solemn old ' chimes,' 
And to fan the brows and shake the curls 
Of England's beautiful cottager-girls. 

" Ruffian and rude as I sometimes appear, 
Ye may sing for joy when my voice ye hear ; 
Though I oft have been track'd by the shadow of death, 
Health's roseate cherub is born on my breath. 

" The pestilence flies from my fury and might, 
The mists are scar'd, and the heavens blush bright ; 
The ships fly home to the haven they seek, 
And the reaper looks up with a smile on his cheek. 

" I sing of my Maker from pole to pole, 
I whisper His mercy — His majesty roll : 
Loud in the whirlwind His wrath I proclaim ; 
Soft in the zephyr I murmur His name. 

" Hark ! I am call'd to the western sea ; 

The sleeping Atlantic is waiting for me ; 

I must wake her blue billows and bid them swell ; 

I can tarry no longer— Farewell ! farewell ! *' 



" SUFFER THE LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME 
UNTO ME." 

Suffer the little children who are strong and well and gay 
To come to Me and learn how sweet it is to praise and pray ; 
My blessing will no sorrow give, I will their sunshine be, 
My grace shall teach them how to live. Come, happy ones, to Me. 

Suffer the little children who are weak and very faint 
To come and breathe upon My breast their every childish plaint ; 
My arms the lambs will gather, My breast their fold will be ; 
I will bear them to their Father. Come, feeble ones, to Me. 
x 2 
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A iid let the little children who are weak and suffering much, 
Come to their best Physician — My garments let them touch ; 
I can give health, if that is best, can bid the fever flee, 
Or cause the sickness to be blest. Come, suffering ones, to Me. 

And let the little children wno are dying, fading fast, 
Come to My arms for ever,— their pains are nearly past. 
Poor weeping mother, it is I ; oh, do not troubled be ! 
It is sweet for holy babes to die. Come, dying ones, to me. 



Capernaum. — Our Saviour sometimes preached on a mountain, 
sometimes in a fisherman's ship, but now He was preaching in a 
house in Capernaum. How happy were they who heard the 
Saviour preach ! Did He have a great many to hear Him ? Yes, 
the room was so full of people, that some had to stand round the 
door, and there was quite a crowd. Presently there was a noise 
at the door, and people moving about. See ! four men carrying 
a load between them, and what can it be? Oh, it is a poor sick 
man lying in his bed ; and they have brought him, bed and all, 
through the street to the house where Jesus is, to show him to 
Jesus ; and now they cannot even get inside the door. There is 
such a crowd of people, they cannot get through ; and now after 
all the pains they have taken, now they have brought the poor 
man to the very door, must they take him away home again, as 
bad as they brought him, all because they cannot get to Jesus ? 
Oh, what does the poor man feel now ! All the way along, he 
has been thinking, hoping that his pain will soon be over ; for 
"Jesus will make me well," perhaps, he said. 0, how sad he 
would look, when they told him, " You cannot come in, the Master 
is preaching, and now you must not break up the congregation ! " 
Perhaps he would say to the four kind men who had carried him 
to the house, " Oh, do not take me back ! I must see Jesus, I am 
sure He would cure me, if I could only get to Him. Oh, I must 
see Jesus ! " What can they do ? Why, see ! they are carrying 
him upstairs. Where are they taking him ? To the top of the 
house, and the roof is flat. They get him up safe. And now 
they are standing over the place where the Saviour is preaching 
to the multitude. What will they do now ? They are taking off 
the roof, making a place in the ceiling, and now all the people 
are looking up to see what is coming. Look ! the poor man is 
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coming down through the ceiling on his bed ; they are letting 
him down ; everybody gets out of the way. And slowly and 
carefully they let the poor man down, until at last he is safely 
lying at the very feet of Jesus, and looking at Him with such a 
look — it seems to say, " Oh, how glad I am to get to my Saviour 
at last, for He will make me well ! " How does the Saviour 
look ? Is He angry with the poor man, or with them who have 
brought him ? Oh, no ! He sees their hearts — they have faith 
in their hearts, and Jesus loves faith, wherever He sees it, if it is 
even in the little heart of a child. He speaks to the poor man ! 
How kind His voice ! how gentle His look ! Does He say, I will 
make you well ? No. He first thinks of the soul of that poor 
man. Many think most of the body, but J esus thought most of 
the soul — and why t Which do you think most of ? And before 
He cured the poor man's body, He cured his soul. How ? By 
blessing him with pardon. He said, " Son, thy sins be forgiven 
thee." Oh, joyful words ? How delighted the poor man must 
have been ! If J esus had done nothing more for him, how great 
a blessing it would have been ! But Jesus is so good, He thinks 
of the body as well as the soul, and He said to the poor man, 
" Arise, take up Thy bed, and go unto thine house." And the 
poor man was able to do it, the instant the Lord spoke ; he got 
up, he was well, he took up his bed, and began to walk to his 
home, full of joy and gladness and love to J esus. 



" The Son op Man hath power on earth to forgive sins." 

Lesson 1.— Let nothing keep me away from my Saviour. 
There was a great crowd, and a poor sick man not able to walk a 
step — yet he would and did come to Jesus. He would never 
have got well without. My soul is like that sick man — my 
sins like the multitude: they would keep me away from 
Jesus my Saviour for ever. But I must get to Him, whatever 
trouble I may have to take. I must break off every wrong 
thing. I must pray, believe, labour, struggle to Jesus — else I 
shall perish. 

Lesson 2. — I ought to think more of my soul than of my 
body. Most little girls think of their body more than of their 
soul. Even in school and chapel, Susan Fuller used to think, 
" What a nice frock this is ! and what a pretty ribbon I have on 
my bonnet ! but I should like a pair of new boots like Clara 
North's." Then she would think, " I wish it was dinner-time, I 
shall have some nice pudding," — all this time forgetting her pre- 
cious soul. But my soul needs a dress as much as my body ; 
my soul must be fed as well as my body ; my body will soon be 
laid in the grave, and turn to dust, but my soul — oh, that will be 
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alive through endless ages ! and should I not think of that the 
most ? 

Lesson 3. — My soul needs pardon — every soul does. Why ? 
Because every one has sinned. There is not a girl in this class 
can say, " I have done no sin all my life." Have you never said 
an untrue word ? That is sin. Have you never grieved your 
dear mother ? That is sin. Did you never vex your sister or 
brother ? That is sin. Did you never break the Sabbath ? Then 
your soul needs pardon. If your sin is not forgiven, your soul 
will be cast into the burning lake for ever. 

Lesson 4. — Only Jesus can give the pardon of sin. No man, 
not the very best in the world, can forgive us our sins. Only 
Jesus can, for He is God. And He Himself suffered what we 
deserve. 

Lesson 5. — Jesus loves to pardon : you should notice that it 
was the first thing He said to the poor sick man. Jesus loved to 
cure his poor body, but He blessed his soul first. 

Lesson 6. — None but J esus can pardon us, and make us happy. 
That poor man had never been so happy in all his life as J esus 
made him feel. He can do the same for us. 



Healing of the Withered Hand on the Sabbath. 



J esus went into the Jews' synagogue. What is a synagogue ? 
Did you ever see one ? Have you ever read or heard of one ? It 
is a place where the Jews meet on their Sabbath, which is our 
Saturday, to worship, and read and hear the Scriptures, some- 
thing like we do in our chapel on Sunday. But the J ews, who 
do not believe in our Saviour's resurrection from the dead, still 
keep their Sabbath on Saturday. It was on this ancient Sabbath 
that J esus went into one of the Jews' synagogues. This was 
before churches or chapels, so it was the place where people went 
to worship. The Lord Jesus went — therefore every one should 
go. We need not go to a synagogue now, but to the House of 
God. Every one ought to go — rich and poor, old and young, 
father and mother, grandfather, &c, uncle, aunt, brother and 
sister, lame and blind. There was one poor man in the syna- 
gogue with Jesus, who was much afflicted. How was this ? 
Suppose your right hand was cut off. Could you dress yourself ? 
or wash yourself, or feed yourself ! or could you tie your bonnet, 
or write a copy, or help your mother to wash, and sweep, and 
scrub, and get dinner, and mend the clothes ? Oh ! not half 
so well as you can now. Suppose a man was to come to 
you and say, " If you will let me cut off your right hand, 
I will give you £5." Would you let him do it ? Would you, 
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if he offered you £10 or £20 ? Think what a poor miserable 
creature you would be if you had only one hand ! Thank God 
for being so good and kind as to give you two. Did you ever 
see anybody who had lost the right hand ? I have read of a 
poor man in the Bible whose right hand was not cut off, but it 
was of no more use to him than if it had been, for it was 
withered, — it was dried up, hard and stiff, like a bit of old stick. 
He could not bend it, nor take hold of nor pick up anything. It 
was only in the way. Poor man ! I should think he would often 
look at his withered, stiff, dead-like hand, and wish it was like 
the other. But all he could do, or all his friends could do, the 
poor hand would not get well. It was no good to rub it, or 
poultice it, or take medicine. But still the poor man went to the 
synagogue. It was well for him he did, for he met with One 
who could heal him there ; One who could heal every man, 
whatever might be the matter with him. One Sabbath day when 
this poor man was at the synagogue, the Lord Jesus was there 
too. And Jesus was always ready to notice the poor or the sick, 
and so He said to this man, " Stand forth." Now there were 
some proud men who were called Pharisees, and who thought 
themselves much better than others, and they were in the syna- 
gogue too, and they did not love Jesus, though He was so good. 
They knew He was so kind that whenever He saw anyone in pain 
or want He wished to take it away at once, and they thought He 
would wish to cure this poor man's withered hand directly ; and 
they thought because it was the Sabbath-day it would be wrong 
of the Saviour to cure the poor man. So they kept looking at 
Jesus to see what He would do ; for they wanted to find fault 
with Him, though everything He did was right and good. But 
Jesus was not afraid of their watching Him, nor ashamed of 
what He was going to do ; for He knew it was right, and when 
we are doing right we need not mind who is looking at vls ; it is 
only when we are doing wrong that we are ashamed to be seen. 
So He looked at the poor man who had the withered hand, and 
told him to stand forth in the midst, that every one might see 
what the Lord was about to do. How the proud Pharisees 
looked, now at the poor man, and now at the kind Saviour I 
And the Saviour asked them, if a sheep were to fall into a pit 
on the Sabbath-day, would they not help it out ? And he said, 
" How much is a man better than a sheep ? " And He said, 
" Is it lawful to do well on the Sabbath-days? " Then He Baid, 
to the poor man, " Stretch furth thy hand." How wonderful ! 
Perhaps the poor man might think, "I cannot stretch my 
withered hand, it is quite stiff and dry, it will not move ; " but 
he believed in Jesus, that Jesus would cure his hand, if he tried 
to stretch it out. So he did try, and the Saviour at that moment 
cured his hand, and he stretched it out, and it was as well as 
the other, and he moved the fingers first this way, and then 
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that way : he could fold his hands together — he could feel, he 
could take hold. Oh, how glad ! Oh, how happy he was ! But 
the proud Pharisees were angry, and wished to murder the kind 
Saviour. 

Lmon 1. — We should always come to the house of God. 
Lesson 2. — We should expect a blessing from Jesus there. 
Lmon 3. — Jesus is always ready to bless our souls. 
Lmon 4. — When we try to do what Jesus tells us, He will 
help us to do it. 
Lesson 5.— Let us do what Jesus wishes. 



A QUAKER LADY'S ACCOUNT OF HER SERVANTS. 



My house is very small and neat, 

Its plan and order are complete ; 

Few visitors do I invite, 

Though Christian friends are my delight ; 

I hope my servants prove me kind, 

And yet I have a careful mind ; 

Not many suit me it appears, 

But Ann has hVd with me twelve years. 

Now Mary, whom I thought I'd try, 

In early life, days long gone by, 

Was cleanly, healthy, clever, strong, 

And worked, I own, both fast and long. 

But then her temper tried me much j 

I grieve to say her pride was such, 

No shade of blame could Mary brook, - - 

I saw it in her angry look. 

" Mary," I said, "If thou despise 

What thy superiors thee advise, 

I pray for thee a lowly heart, 

But must request thee to depart." 

Then Susan came, a pleasant child, 

Whene'er I spoke she sweetly smiled ; 

1 loved her gay, good-humoured face, 

And hoped that she would suit my place ; 

But soon I saw my sad mistake, 

My china cups began to break, 

My polish' d bars refused to shine, 

I saw my brightest tins decline, 

Dust lay where ne'er it did before, 

My snowy steps were white no more ; 
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I saw my toilet covers creased, 

My boards, once spotless, dark and greased. 

4 * Susan," I said, "thou art, I own, 

The most obliging girl I've known ; 

But then thy careless manners grieve 

Thy mistress, so that thou must leave." 

Next came Elizabeth, and she 

Was neat and clean, and suited me ; 

She kept my house in perfect trim, 

My fireplace was no longer dim, 

She always paid me due respect, 

Always allowed me to correct, 

But every shilling, every hour, 

That came into my Lizza's power, 

She wasted on one bosom sin, 

The love of dress is what I mean. 

Her caps and bonnets grew so smart, 

I saw what reigned within her heart, 

« ' Elizabeth," I said at last, 

" Thy residence with me is past ; 

Henceforth let thine adorning be 

True meekness and humility." 

Plain Sarah next I chose to try, 

Charmed with her modest voice and eye, 

Her neat attire, her sober air, 

At daily task and social prayer. 

No fault could I in Sarah find, 

She seemed of a religious mind ; 

All good of her I long believed, 

Till on a sudden undeceived, — 

How did it shock my trusting mind, 

Such proofs of her deceit to find ! 

How she had worn a thick disguise, 

Beguiled me with a hundred lies, 

And even did religion feign 

My fullest confidence to gain, 

Then acted as a secret thief ! 

Fill'd with a just indignant grief, 

"Sarah," I said, 4 4 thy base deceit, 

No punishment from me shall meet ; 

But think, unless thou leave thy crime, 

Thy troubles will not end with time ; 

Hypocrisy, which thou hast nursed 

Within thy heart, I hold the worst, 

The very worst of human guilt, 

And mourn for this thou surely wilt." 

With tears and prayers, and much perplexed, 

I tried my honest Ann the next ; 
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A simple uninstructed child, 
I saw her active, true, and m'ild, 
And tried my best, by earnest care, 
To train her up in faith and prayer ; 
I taught her first to love the truth, 
And seek her Maker in her youth ; 
Her Sabbaths well I watched, and saw 
She kept the sacred Sabbath law ; 
I showed her all my household ways, 
Encouraged her by truthful praise, 
1 pointed out her faults with feeliDg, 
Nor left a wound without a healing ; 
And now I'm thankful that I can 
Repose my trust in honest Ann. 
She has repaid my efforts well, 
And I in her affections dwell, 
Her service seems a pleasant task, 
Prevents my wish before I ask ; 
And, best of all, I humbly trust, 
That when I sink, as soon I must, 
Her humble kindness shall assuage 
The sufferings of my feeble age, 
And that I shall, through mercy given, 
Meet my poor, pious Ann in heaven. 



OLD SAYINGS. 

Old James goes out to work all day, 
Jogs comfortably on his way, 
But when his daily task is o'er 
His comforts are increased still more. 
For home he goes, so sure to find 
His dear old Sarah always kind ; 
She knows whatever thing we do, 
There is a right and wrong way too, 
And, as her James has told her long, 
* 4 The right's as easy as the wrong ; 
' That is, when use has made it so," 
And she is used to it you know. 
Old Time she by the forelock takes, 
A tidy place she quickly makes, 
So, when her husband comes home tired, 
He finds it all as he desired, 
Then down he drops into his nest, 
For, as he says, " old bones want rest." 
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Now Sarah's parents, let me say, 
Went on about in the same way, 
And were a couple much as pleasant 
As James and Sarah are at present ; 
Religious care they justly took 
To teach their child the sacred Book, 
To guide her in the path of truth, 
Repeat the promise made to youth, 
" I love the souls that worship Me, 
And found the babes who seek will be :" 
Sarah believed the text, and sought 
And found the peace her Saviour bought. 
With diligence she now pursued 
Her mother's ways and promptitude, 
Industrious, frugal, neat throughout. 
" Now Sally, mind what you're about," 
This was the mother* s good old say, 
And Sarah got into the way 
Of speaking when she felt no doubt, 
" I know, I know what I'm about." 
For instance, when some silly girls, 
Whose hearts were given to caps and curls, 
Would laugh at Sarah's sober gown, 
Her smooth plain hair, her bonnet brown, 
Her never spending Sunday out, 
She'd say, " I know what I'm about." 

She went to place in early days, 
Full of her mother's words and ways ; 
Of one thing she took special care, 
And made it subject of her prayer, 
It was, that she might find a place 
Congenial to her growth in grace : 
" If I in wages get the less, 
I shall get more in happiness 
So Sarah said, and who can blame ? 
Let all young people do the same. 

And when she had her wishes gained, 
And a nice quiet place obtained, 
She tried to serve the Lord she loved, 
In every way His word approved, 
Not only in His house of prayer, 
But at her work and everywhere. 
Suppose her mistress out of sight, 
Yet Sarah did her task aright ; 
Looking to Christ her Master still, 
She always work'd with right good will. 
One day a foolish girl was there 
Who joked at Sarah's honest care, — 
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" Oh never mind such bits as that ! 
Such ends of candles, scraps of fat ; 
Don't take the trouble — let them go, 
You're not to pay, and who will know ? " 
" There's One," the faithful girl replied, 
,! Will know, and make me pay beside." 
Thus Sarah won respect from each 
Who came within her kindly reach, 
She knew her piety would go 
For nothing, if she could not show 
Superior worth in every sense, 
To them who say they've no pretence. 

When steady James, a wise young man, 
To look out for a wife began, 
He thought of all the girls he knew 
None was like Sarah, — this was true ; 
*' She'll prove a faithful help to me," 
He said, " and I to her may be ; 
And when to pull together well. 
The load is light we all can tell ; 
Besides, a duteous daughter must 
Make a good wife, to that I'll trust ; 
And a good servant, who has shown 
J ust care in matters not her own, 
Will equal sense and prudence show 
In her own husband's home I know." 

At the right time they married were, 
Their hearts were one and prospects fair, 
JSTear of an age, alike in station, 
Humble in aim and expectation, 
The blessing of their Lord and Friend 
They sought, and kept it to the end ; 
This made them richer than the bank, 
And nobler than earth's highest rank. 
Not many sovereigns could they boast, 
But of their little made the most, 
By gratitude for every good, 
And giving all away they could. 
Yet Sarah would not spend a groat 
On anything she needed not ; 
She mended shabby things so well 
That old from new you scarce could tell — 
" A stitch in time," she loved to set, 
And keep out of the draper's debt. 
Her husband's words she still maintains, 
" That lazy folks take greatest pains," 
And so to keep such pains away, 
She never knows a lazy day. 
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Even a pin she would not waste, 
Nor mibfc a stitch through silly haste, 
And yet this prudent saving pair 
Could sometimes find a bit to spare : 
They loved to act a generous part, 
Small was their purse but large their heart. 
" Where kindness cannot run," said they, 
" There it must creep upon its way." 
(So fable tells the tortoise crept 
And won the prize while pussy slept.) 

They always made the day begin 
With prayer to be preserved from sin, 
Blessings they asked on all their food, 
This made it to them doubly good ; 
Blessings they asked on labour too, 
How light was all they had to do ! 
Yes, look above in every toil, 
'T will give the wheels a holy oil. 
They finished work as they began, 
For prayer commenced, praise closed the plan ; 
They humbly owned whate'er was wrong, 
For " reckonings short make friendship long/' 
This was what James would often say, 
And, " if we reckon every day 
Our reckoning will at last be light," 
Yes, honest James was in the right. 
A wicked man once asked him thus, 
" What use can Bibles be to us ? " 
" Now what use is a guide-post, pray," 
Said James, " when one has lost his way ? " 
And mind, my friend, bold as you seem, 
You're not so safe as what you dream, 
And if you take the road that's wrong, 
You'll find the journey twice as long, 
And should you keep the crooked path 
'Twill lead you to eternal death. 
But if you choose the good old way 
The Bible shows as clear as day, 
You'll find a Light, a Guide, a Friend, 
And everlasting life the end." 
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THE POOR MAN'S SABBATH. 
A delight, the holy of the Lord, honourable." — 



Oh ! do not steal my Sabbath ! 

It is my tie to heaven ! 
The only day I can enjoy 

Of all my weekly seven. 
Oh ! let me keep my Sabbath ! 

It is my "prison-flower 
My only angel- visitant, 

My birthright and my dower. 

In this world's thirsty desert 

It is a fountain free 
Of holiness and happiness 

To toiling men like me ; 
I wake on Sabbath morning, 

My sorrows roll away ; 
My home and young ones now are mine, 

And I will rest to-day. 

I look around our dwelling, 

How clean it is and bright ! 
What smiling cheeks and curly heads, 

And pinafores how white ! 
My Mary setteth out the cups, 

I need not haste away ; 
How sweet to linger side by side 

And take our time to-day. 

My young ones climb upon my knee, 

I read a nice long Psalm, 
Nor hasten as at other times — 

This is the day of calm ; 
And then we join the singing, 

How sweet the voices ring ! 
How heavenly sound the notes of praise 

To Christ our Saviour King ! 

And when the prayer is over 

Our hearts of love are full, 
And Mary sends the little one 

To their dear Sunday School : 
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And then we go together 

To God's blest house of prayer, 

And none but He the comfort knows, 
Which our poor hearts find there. 

We meet again at dinner, 

It is a happy meal, 
'Tis always baked on Saturday — 

How thankful do we feel 
That master pays on Friday ! 

And we can get our meat 
All nicely cooked and set aside 

To be our Sunday treat. 

Love makes it seem a banquet, 
And checks each vain desire, 
And when the homely meal is done 

We gather round the fire ; 
My happy little children ! 



I nod and smile to Mary 
At the pretty things they say. 

They tell me what said teacher, 

Their little hymn they trill, 
While quiet drops of tenderness 

Into my heart distil ; 
Making it stroDg to labour 

When working time returns, 
'Tis then my heart can practise love 

Which now from love it learns. 

When it is balmy summer 

One hour we often take 
To walk around the quiet squares 

For health and children's sake. 
Far from the sound of voices, 

And wheels that come and go, 
Where we can hear some sweet bird sii 

And see the young leaves grow. 

And then I point my children 

To the soft blue above, 
And tell them whose hand painted it, * 

And that His name is Love. 
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O precious, precious Sabbath ! 

The poor man's only day 
To teach and learn eternal things, 

And ponder on his way 

And when the peaceful evening 

Opens again the doors 
Of the beloved house of God, 

Where mercy spreads her stores ; 
By turns we go to worship, 

One stays with willing care 
To tend or teach the little ones 

With fondest love and prayer. 

Thus sweetly flows the dearest, 
Best day of all the seven, 

It binds our hearts in social love 
And trains them up for heaven. 

Though some would fain deceive us/ 
One thing I feel is true, 

A happy Sabbath cannot be 
Unless 'tis holy too. 



THE SERVANTS RESOLUTION. 

A LETTER PROM BRIDGET CONTENT, TO HER SISTER IN 



Dear Fanny, you say you have bettered your lot, 
By going to town, but I fear you have not ; 
Though you seem so delighted, so proud and so gay, 
'T is n't all gold that glitters, whatever you say. 

You left us, dear sister, without mother's leave, 

Oh, how you distressed her, and made her heart grieve ; 

You left kind old mistress, so pious and mild, 

For a gay bustling lady, uncertain and wild. 

You tell me she gives you twelve guineas a-year, 
And laugh that I only get six guineas here ; 
But ah ! my dear Fanny, what money can buy 
The peace of religion and hope when we die ? 
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You tempt me to come and live thoughtless like you. 
And talk of high wages and fine dresses too ; 
But say, does your lady have family-prayer ? 
Ah no ! then I'm sure I could never stay there ! 

You smile at the question, and tell me with scorn 
You seldom can get up to bed before morn, 
What with parties and balls, which your lady attends, 
Or gay fellow-servants, or pleasant young friends. 

Ah Fanny, my Fanny ! how could I exchange 
My dear pious mistress for ladies so strange ? 
How could I leave mother, who cries every day 
When she thinks of her Fanny so far, far away ? 

Gould I leave my dear village, and chapel so neat, 
Where I guide my poor mistress's age-weary feet ? 
And listen with joy to the promises given, 
And hope I am learning the pathway to heaven ? 

No ! Fanny, dear Fanny ! pray tempt me no more, 
Your face may be gay, but your heart must be sore ; 
You have run into danger without any call, 
And are not so happy as I after all. 

I'll stay with my mistress who teaches me truth, 
And daily I'll follow the guide of my youth ; 
I'll comfort my mother when feeble and old, 
For religion is better than pleasure and gold : 

And morning and evening both mother and I 
For our dear careless Fanny will earnestly cry ; 
Oh, soon may your follies in penitence end ! 
So prays Your affectionate Bister and friend. 



Wensley Dale, Yorkshire. 
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KATE AND ANN. 



A COUNTRY BALLAD. 



Far north a little village stands, 

West Witton is its name, 
And there with honest hearts and hands, 

Liv'd Roger and his Dame. 

They had twin-daughters, one called Kate, 

The hamlet's fairest flower ; 
But ah ! what tempests oft await 

The brightest in the bower. 

The other, Ann, a simple maid, 

Not like her sister fair, 
Lov'd best to blossom in the shade, 

And hide her sweetness there. 

But Kate, the charm of every eye, 

Delighted to be seen, 
And thoughtless as the butterfly, 

Tripp' d o'er the village green. 

Her hands for scrubbing were too white, 

Too soft for washiHg-tub ; 
While Ann would work from morn to night. 

And bake, and wash, and scrub. 

Soon Ann obtained a quiet place, 

As housemaid to the 'Squire ; 
And though no creature praised her face 

All did her work admire. 

There was no dirt, there was no dust, 
While Ann could hold a broom, 

The kitchen had no speck of rust, 
No grease the dining-room. 

She rose up with the lark at morn, 

Prayer was her first employ, 
She sought her spirit to adorn 

With meekness, love, and joy. 
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With tidy hair and tidy dress, 

And clean from top to toe, 
How strong in cheerful earnestness, 

Did Ann to labour go. 

And all the money she could save, 

By shunning silk and lace, 
She to her happy parents gave, 

With joyful heart and face. 

But ah, poor hapless Kate the fair, 

No longer Ann deride ; 
For they who spurn at work and prayer, 

Must suffer for their" pride. 

When scarce eighteen Kate rashly fled 

Her father's humble home, 
With the false man she chose to wed, 

A wretched wife to roam. 

No character, no friends had he, 

No principle nor aim, 
And Kate was quickly forced to see 

Her folly and her shame. 

Her idle husband soon forgot 

To praise her beauty bright, 
She did not suit a poor man's cot, 

Her fingers were too white. 

He blamed her for his own, mistake, 

When poverty came in ; 
How did the poor young bosom ache, 

With grief and conscious sin. 

A drunkard's wife, in want and rags, 
With babes who cry for bread, 

Now at her mother's door she begs, 
By daily pity fed. 

While honest, homely, careful Ann 

Has saved a little store ; 
She helps her sister all she can, 

And soon will help her more. 
T 2 
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CHARLOTTE CULVER'S LETTER. 



For as her father says with pride, 

Her mother with a tear, 
She is to be a good man's bride, 

About this time next year. 

A man who has a thriving trade, 

And gladly will employ 
Kate's eldest son, and teach the lad 

To be an honest boy. 

Then by their daughter's own fire-side, 
The dear old pair shall prate, 

Hoping that better days abide 
Their poor, repenting Kate. 



" My dear Sister, — Though I wrote so lately, I know you 
will be glad to hear from me. We are very busy just now, as it 
is what is called the Bible Jubilee (that is, the Bible Society was 
commenced just fifty years ago, and all its friends are very joyful 
to see it so prosperous), and master is out a good deal at com- 
mittees, and mistress has several country friends staying with 
her who came up to be present at the great meeting last Tuesday. 
I cannot help thinking, when Mrs. Beckley the housekeeper teUs 
me about the Bible Society only being begun fifty years ago, and 
now it is working in so many parts of the world, what a won- 
derful thing it is — just like an acorn being put in the ground and 
then growing up to a great oak-tree ! You may be sure only 
God can do such things. 

" I have often been with my dear mistress to attend her when 
she visited the cottages of the poor as a Bible collector. I 
noticed how cheerfully some of the very poorest used to bring 
out the laid-up weekly penny, which was in due time to procure 
for them the justly longed-for prize — a Bible of their own. I 
am sure it makes me love my Bible more than ever when I think 
what good it does, what comfortable homes it makes when it is 
minded, and how it brings the rich and the poor together, and 
makes them feel for one another ; and, best of all, how it makes 
such poor ignorant creatures as myself, ' wise unto salvation 
through faith which is in Christ.' In a few weeks I hope to 
send dear mother a present I have been thinking about a long 
time ; it is a very large-print Bible with marginal references and 



CHARLOTTE CULVER'S LETTER. 




HYMN FOR THE BIBLE JUBILEE. 



325 



gilt edges. I have been paying towards it every week for several 
months ; but, as I wish to surprise her, please say nothing about 
it till it comes ; only give her my best love, and tell her I am 
quite well and comfortable, and she shall hear from me very 
soon. With my very kind love to yourself, dear Margaret, I 
remain, " Your ever affectionate sister, 

"Charlotte Culver." 



HYMN FOR THE BIBLE JUBILEE. 

March 7th, 1853. 

"There is no speech nor language where their voice is not 
heard."— Psalm xix. 3. 

Blessed J ubilee of glory ! 

Lo ! o'er every land and sea, 
Spreads the soul-renewing story 

Of redemption's blessings free : 

Precious Bible ! 

Love for all is found in thee. 

Blessed J ubilee ! thus rising 

With a smile on all our race ; 
Millions are thy treasure prizing, 

Millions read the word of grace : 

Precious Bible ! 

Gaining ground in every place. 

Blessed J ubilee ! for never 

Earth was favoured thus before, 
More glad eyes and hearts than ever 

Now rejoice on every shore, 

While the Bible 

Teaches every tongue t' adore. 

Blessed J ubilee ! for glorious 

As Creation's morn arose, 
So the light of truth victorious 

Over human darkness grows, 

And the Bible, 

Conquering still to conquer goes. 
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Blessed Jubilee ! ye nations, 
Shout it over land and sea ; 

Who can tell what revelations 
Wait the next bright Jubilee ? 

Precious Bible, 
What thy victories shall be ! 

Blessed J ubilee of gladness ! 

Lo ! the seed is springing fast ! 
Sown in weakness, watch'd in sadness, 

It shall fill the world at last : 



Rise where'er the seed is cast. 

Blessed Jubilee ! exciting 
Patient workers still to toil, 

In their hallow'd work delighting ; 
Yet it is a little while, 



Like a paradise shall smile. 



THE WANDERER'S DREAM. 

'Twas eve, and on the Atlantic's western shore, 

I solitary gazed the ocean o'er ; 

Toward the beloved East I ever turned, 

And with affection's pangs my bosom yearned. 

Thither, where eve's dark shadows deepening reigned, 

I stretched my hands, my tearful glances strained ; 

And almost longed for pinions like a dove, 

To waft me to the distant land I love. 

But darker grew the shade, the waves more wild — 

I wept myself to slumber like a child : 

Till softly o'er my " dreaming ear " there stole 

A voice that waked the echoes of my soul. 

I gazed around — oh ! 'twas a dream of joy — 

I saw the home that nursed me as a boy ; 

I saw each sweet familiar form and face, 

Bowing in worship in the accustomed place. 

'Twas morning bright, the sun was shining there, 

On Johnny's cheek, and Hester's curly hair ; 

Janet and Mary, Lizzie, Martha seem'd, 

All kneeling close beside me as I dream'd ; 

I too was kneeling, and at mother's side, — 

And weeping tears of joy I could not hide. 



Heavenly harvests 



And the desert, 
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Methought my father's hand was* on my head — 
Yes, he was praying for me — and he said, 
" God of his father bless my eldest boy ! " 
Oh, stay — oh, do not fade, thou dream of joy ! 
And then he turned, and caught me to his breast, 
"Be blest, my son," he said, "for ever blest." 
Thy father's heart hath no reproach for thee, 
His love is wider than the mighty sea ; 
His lips breathe softest pardon on thy head, 
And prayer that thou to Jesus mayst be led. 
Thy mother — shrink not from her melting eye, 
For thee in tears of love it seeks the sky ; 
Her heart hath follow' d thee across the wave, 
Her heart will cling around thee to the grave ; 
Stronger than pain or death, her love to thee, 
Not only wide but deep as yonder sea. 
Thy sisters — yea, and all the home-born band, 
With love pursue thee to the far-off land ; 
Still thou art one of us, thy place we keep, 
In prayer, in tender words, in memory's deep. 
Yes, much lov'd Wanderer, where'er thou be, 
From our affection's arms thou can'st not flee ; 
Our prayers are hovering o'er thy midnight rest, 
Qur prayers ascend when strangers wring thy breast, 
Our prayers for thee with Sabbath hymns arise ; 
And when the stars come out on England's skies. 
Beloved, shall not thine with ours unite ? 
Oh, fill these yearning eyes with that delight : 
Thy dearer, thy most loving Father bends 
His patient ear till thy faith's prayer ascends. 
Oh, what a wealth of joy thou yet can'st pour 
On hearts that bleed, but love thee evermore ; 
By turning to that heavenly Father's breast, 
Coming to thy sweet Saviour to be blest. 
Then boldly, bravely, nobly, steering right, 
Through storms and tempests, guided by love's light ; 
Firm to thy duty, trampling evil down, 
Strong to take up the cross and win the crown. 
Then in one heavenward path our hearts will move, 
Full of divine, as now of human love ; 
Then may we hope through Christ at last to be 
One family, where, there is "no more sea." 




loxdon : 
printed by r. neeoham, 
paternoster- row. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS ON THE POEMS. 



"Miss Tatham is, indeed, a poet. If great imagination — 
immense depth of thought and feeling — exquisite tenderness- 
great power of expression, combined with a harmony of metre 
rarely surpassed — be the qualifications of a poet, then, indeed, 
may Miss Tatham lay claim to a high rank in the field of 
English poetic literature. We could have wished, indeed, that 
her inspiration would occasionally indulge itself on subjects 
less serious than those which she has treated — not that she is 
not equal to such themes, — we believe her equal to anything, — 
but because she would come more home to our hearts in matters 
connected with the every-day world around us. She would 
become more popular. We miss Mrs. Hemans, and feeling that 
her place in the domestic circle could be supplied, we could have 
wished that Miss Tatham had occasionally taken a lowlier flight 
than those in which she appears hitherto to have indulged." — 
Morning Herald, 

"It is rare indeed that any candidate for poetic reputation 
comes forward for the first time with so just a claim for con- 
sideration as this neat and modest volume presents. The writer 
has a fine imagination, a commanding flow of language, an ear 
so musical as to reject instinctively an inharmonious combina- 
tion of vowels or the clash of rugged consonants. She is, 
further, evidently familiar with the best models, and, without 
adopting any one for imitation, writes with a natural ease and 
grace, in a style which, wanting any marked peculiarity, is, for 
that very reason, excellent. Let her study Shakespeare, and the 
common world that Shakespeare studied, and choose her themes 
from the things that are around her in her daily life, and the 
world may come to know her voice, and to make her utterances 
' Household Words.' " — Tait's Edinburgh Magazine. 

" Here we find merit enough to warrant us in welcoming this 
young lady to the band of poets whose words are not to die 
unheeded. We select the ' Spirit of the Wind,' not because it is 
the best, but because it is more quotable than most portions of 
the volume ; and we do not fear the comparison with Shelley 
and Mrs. Hemans which it provokes. It is a part of a semi- 
dramatic poem called * Tempest Songs.' Miss Tatham must not 
neglect the gift that is in her." — Church of England Review. 

" In every page we find a warm, lively, chastened imagination, 
expressing its thoughts, hopes and aspirations, in language at 
once so happy and vigorous, as to captivate the understanding, 
command the homage of the judgment, and awaken emotions 
which it were well for the hearts of all constantly to cherish. 
Let but Miss Tatham turn her attention to this use of poetry, 
and we doubt not but that her name will, ere long, be like those 




2 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 



of many of the departed great, as * familiar in our mouths as 
household words.' " — Bell's Weekly Messenger. 

" There is, in this volume, a simplicity of language, an 
originality of thought, a redundance of imagery, and an exube- 
rance of fancy, which we have seldom Been equalled in the 
productions of any female writer. As a proof of the justice of 
our criticism, we quote the following poem— Why do they Die? 

. . . . Our promising young poetess is still in the flower 
of her youth, and from the samples she has given us of her 
powers, we prophesy, that in process of time she will achieve a 
lasting reputation. In the poem, * Jordan s Lament,' the subject 
is treated in a manner worthy of its grandeur. There is piety, 
vigour, inspiration, beauty, and grace in these lines. Our young 
poetess has the rare gift of genius, and we shall be glad to see 
her cultivate it to the best possible advantage." — Britannia. 

" Miss Tatham is no pretender. She has made out a claim to 
poetic renown, which the severest judges of the high court of 
literature, who preside over the destinies of the ' fourth estate,' 
will not have the hardihood to gainsay. Our prayer is, that, whilst 
the modest writer enjoys all the quietude which she desires, and 
which a mind of this silken texture must have, her poems may 
float on every breeze, and fall on ten thousand hearts, as they 
have fallen on ours, like the very due of heaven. We pronounce 
the book the most genuine specimen of original poetry which this 
poetical age has produced. ' The Dream of Pythagoras,' which 
is the leader of this train of mystical beauties, is a thrilling 
description of Metempsychosis. * The call of Samuel ' is a 
holy thing. Alone, it secures for the sweet writer a hallowed 
niche in the temple. We are perplexed what to do with it. It 
is a large diamond of extraordinary polish. We must take all or 
none. Terrible, from its extreme gentleness, is a rebuke given 
to those cowardly monsters who forsook wife and child for the 
haunts of soul-ruining vice. The piece is named ' The Mother's 
Vigil.' It is introduced by a life-like painting of spring. The 
sequel is still finer— so fine, indeed, that it is unsurpassed in the 
language : but our readers will get it for themselves, and read it 
with dry eyes if they can. Miss Tatham's poetry is characterised 
by unsurpassed purity of sentiment, high-toned piety, exquisite 
pathos, profound thought, brilliant conceptions, and the finest 
music, all clothed with a soft melancholy, which enchants the 
reader." — Christian Weekly News. 

" In the authoress of this charming volume we recognise one 
who has by no means mistaken her vocation. The poem which 
gives a title to the book is most exquisitely treated. It is a 
production which does the authoress infinite credit." — Church 
and State Gazette. 

" This is not an ordinary volume of verse — there are noble 
thoughts in it, often expressed with exquisite felicity of language. 
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We rank this volume very highly ; we think that both the 
principles and the poetry of it deserve the approbation which 
it will, we are persuaded, receive." — Church of England Magazine. 

" A young mind so full of fine and fervent feeling, so rich in 
aspiration, so refined in culture, so pure and delicate in thought, 
so accomplished in expression." — Leader. 

" The poems of Miss Tatham are remarkable for elegance of 
diction, refinement of thought, and smoothness of versification. 
Many of her minor pieces will bear comparison with the com- 
positions of those who have already attained to a high name in 
the world of poetic literature." — Morning Post. 

" There is some really fine poetry in this volume, 1 The Dream 
of Pythagoras ' being an extension of the philosopher's theory 
(in blank verse) to the intent that the soul was not as now 
imprisoned in a gross mortal body, but was united to a luminous 
ethereal body, which served it as a vehicle to wander over the 
regions of immensity ; and we may add that the imagery and 
diction are of a like lofty order. Emma Tatham strikes her lyre 
with a bold, vivid, and sonorous hand." — Weekly Dispatch. 

" The imagery and diction are of a lofty order, combining 
depth of feeling with great power of expression and refinement 
of thought." — St. James's Chronicle. 
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" One day, between five or six years ago, we received a parcel 
of books for editorial notice. Among the rest we found ' The 
Dream of Pythagoras and other Poems, by Emma Tatham.' We 
opened it listlessly, supposing we had one of those innumerable 
volumes of young-lady poetry which try to sparkle their little 
moment and are seen no more. But we had chanced upon the 
Eve of Martyrdom ; and those who know that exquisite poem 
will believe us when we say we actually started in our chair as 
we read the first few lines. We gave the volume our warm com- 
mendation, and were anxious to learn who Emma Tatham was ; 
- no one, however, could tell us. A second edition of the poems 
soon appeared, which we gladly announced ; and we felt sure 
that, after time and thought had a little chastened the exuberance 
of fancy, the authoress would gain a very high place among 
British poets, when we heard that Miss Tatham was no more. 
We have often since referred to her volume ; but we knew nothing 
of her history till we received the memoir now before us. She 
died in blessed hope at the age of 25. She must have been a 
very loveable person. Simple in her habits, amiable and affec- 
tionate in her disposition, of most decided piety, and anxious to 
be employed for Christ, she has left a beautiful example of the 
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power of Divine grace. There is a good deal of her correspondence 
in this volume, a few notes on Scripture, and several additional 
poems, some of which may well take rank with those before pub- 
lished. The notes on Scripture, with here and there an error of 
exegesis, are devotional and striking ; and the correspondence, 
had we never seen anything else from her pen, or known anything 
of her life, would (done have made her dear to our memory. 
Emma Tatham is now before the throne of God, seeing and 
enjoying the Saviour whom she 'loved here, and hymning His 
praise in far more exalted strains than she could reach on earth. 
The savour of her name will ever be sweet to us ; may many daugh- 
ters be encouraged to follow her, as she followed Christ." — The 
Church of England Magazine. 

" We have had frequent occasion to notice the writings of this 
most amiable and highly accomplished young lady, and now it is 
with pleasure we recommend this captivating memoir of her 
devout and useful career. The volume is fraught with the deepest 
interest, more especially to the youthful portion of her own sex. 
It is, indeed, largely composed of her own correspondence, which 
adds to it a peculiar charm. She is in a great degree her own 
biographer." — British Standard. 

" The name of Emma Tatham belongs to the class in which we 
find those of Kirke White and Elizabeth Smith. In her case, 
as in theirs, great promise was cut off by early death. We should 
like Mr. Gregory's memoir of his remarkable young friend to be 
found generally in the hands of young women of literary tastes 
and pious dispositions. It would interest them deeply and could 
not fail to improve them greatly. Her poetical talent was of a 
high order. Her mental sympathies were fine and acute. But 
her piety, at once childlike and seraphic, put her intellectual 
tastes, pure as they were, into the shade. Here our daughters 
may learn what is that polish which is after the similitude of a 
palace. Such as have any gifts will by this example be led to 
improve them ; such as have the greatest, to devote them to 
objects worthy of them. The crowning grace of Emma Tatham's 
life and genius was her deep anxiety, when on the bed of death, 
that no line of hers should see the light after she was gone, which 
would not bear the test whether it was to the glory of God. 
This volume contains her posthumous pieces ; and, if mortal man 
may presume to judge, her instructions have not been transgressed." 
— Wesley an Times. 

" The volume is very largely composed of letters, from which 
it derives a peculiar value. Miss Tatham excelled in epistolary 
correspondence ; and, as usual, the character of her mind and 
heart comes out with great beauty and fulness in these affection- 
ate effusions. The admirers of her writings will have their love 
and confidence confirmed by the present work, which proves that 
she was all that she seemed, and more."— Christian Witness. 
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